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TO THE RIGHT HONO- 
RABLE, THE LADY MART, 
Counteſle of Pembreote. 


W Onder of theſe, glory of other times, 

O thou whom Eni es ni form t admyre-: 
Great Patroneſs of theſe my humble Rymes, 
i luch thou from out thy greatnes deaf? inspire: 

Sith onely thou ha#t deign'd to raſe them higher, 
Veuchſafe now to accept them as thine owne, 4 
Begotten by thy hand, and my deſire, * 
herein my Tale, and thy great might as * 

And ſceing this Gnto the world s knowne, — 
O leawe net, ſtill to grace thy worke in mee ; 8 

+ Let not the quickning ſeede be ouer. n 
Of that which may be borne 40 2 


W hereof, the trauaile I'may challenge mines 
But yet the glory, (ates) Perkins | 
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Gentle Reader correct theſe 


faulres eſcaped in the 
printing. 


G Onnet 18, Tyne 3. for error, reade terror. 
G. 1. page 2. ſor Condemning, read Conducting. 

In L. page 16. Marke the Speaker, and read thus, 

T he iuſſic of the heauers rewenging thus, 


Dor ue ir ſelſe, not Vs. 
"Iathe lt hors {elf 


for care, reade cure. 
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* TO DELIA. 
SONNET. UI. 


V Nto the boundles Ocean of thy beautie, 
Runs this poore tiuet, charg d with ſtreams of zeale, 
Returning thee the trybute of my duty, 
Which here my loue, my youth, my plaints reueale. 
Heere I vnclaſpe the booke of my charg d ſoule, 
Where I haue caſt th accounts of all my care: 
Heere haue I ſumm d my ſighes; here I enrole 
How they were ſpent for thee ; looke what they are. 
Looke on the deere expences of my youth, 
And ſee how iuſt I reckon with thine eyes: 
Examine well thy beauty with my truth, 
And crolle my cares cre greater ſummes ariſe. 
Read it ({weet maid,) though it be doone but ſlightly, 
Who can ſhew all bis louc, doth loue but lightly. 
_—_ Coe 


SONNET. II. 
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GOE wayling verſe, the Infants of my loue, 
2 


merua-lyke, brought foorth without a mother: 


Preſent the Image of the cares I proue, 

Witnes your Fathers gricfe exceedes all other. 
Sigh out a ſtory of her cruell deedes, 

With intcr-rupted accents of diſpaire : 

A a — chat — — 4 

i raiſe, a e my loueleſſe Fayte. 

bw 2 — hath dryed vp — blood, © 

And ftarued you, in rs ſtill denying : 


Preſſe to her eyes, impottune me ſome good, 
Waken 3 pitty with your crying, 
Knock at her hard hart, beg till you haue mou d her, 
And tell di vnkind, how deerely I haue lou d her. 
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SONNET. III. 


| F ſo it hap, this of-ſpring of my care, 
Theſe ſatall Antheames, ſad and mournful ſongs : 
Come to thar view, who like afflicted are; 
Ah let them ſigh theyr one, and mone my wrongs. 
But vntoucht — with vnafieted 
Approch not to behold ſo great Albeſle: 
Cleer- ſighted you, ſoone note what is awry, 
Whilſt blinded ones mine errours ncuer geſſe. 
You blinded ſoules whom youth and — 
You out. caſt Eaglets dazcled with your ſunne: 
Ah you, and none but you my ſurrowes reade, 
You beſt can iudge the wrangs — the hath done. 
That ſhe hath done, the motiue of my paine, | 
Who whullt I lou, doth kill me with gi 
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SONNET,. IIII. 


T Heſe — ative verſe, the Poſts of my deſire, 
Which haſte for ſuccour to her ſlow regard : 
Beare not report of any ſlender fire, 
Forging agriefe to winne a fames reward. 
Nor ate my paſſions lymnd for outward hewe, 
For that no colourscan depaint my ſorrows : | 
DEL 1 4 her ſelſe, and all the world may view 
Beſt in my face, where cares hath till'd deep furrows. 
No Bayes I ſeeke to deck my mourning brow, 


O clcer-eyde Rector of the holy Hill: 
My humble accents beare the Oliue bough, 
Of iateceſſion to a Tyrants will. 
Theſe lines I vſe, t vnburthen mine owne hart; 
My louc affects no fame, nor ſtcemcs of Art. 
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Whilſt 
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SONNET. V. 


5 and error led my wandring minde, 
WI. hts in heedles waies to tange: 
All — eſſe chaſte I finde, 
(Daana-ike) to — my ſuddaine change. 
For her no ſooner had mine eye bewraid, 
But with diſdaine to ſee mee in that place 
Wich faircſt hand, the ſweet vnkindeſt — 
Caſts water-cold diſdaine vpon my face. 
Which turn'd my ſport into a Harts deſpaire, 
Which ſtill is chac'd, while I haue any breath, 
By mine one thoughts , ſette on mee by my Faire: 
My thoughts (like hounds) purſue me to my death. 
Thoſe that! | foltred of mine owne accord, 
Are made by her to murder thus theyt Lord. 


B 3 Fayre 


2 


SONNET. FVI. 


F Ayr Ayre is my loue, and cruell as ſl'is fayre ; 
Her brow ſhades frowns,althogh her eyes are ſunny ; 
Her ſmyles are lightning, though her pride diſpaire; 
And 18 diſdaines are gall, her fauours hunny. . * 
A modeſt mayde, deckt with a bluſh of honour, 
Whoſe feet do tread greene pathes of youth & loue, 
The wonder of all eyes that looke vpon her: 
cha on earth, deſigu d a Saint _ 
and Beauty, which were deadl 
Lin, reconciled — within — 
And had ſhe pitty to conioyne with thoſe, 
Then who had heard the plaints I vtter now. 
O had ſlice not beene fayre, and thus vnkind, 
My Muſe had ſlept, & none had knowne my minde. 
N! O 
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SONNET.. UII, 


O Had ſhee not beene faire and thus vnkind, 
Then had no finger pointed at my lightnes : 
The world had neuer knowne what l doe finde, 
And clowdes obſcure had ſhaded ſtil her brightnes. 
Then had no Cenſors eye theſe lynes ſuruaide, 
Nor grauer browes haue iudg'd my Muſe fo yaine; 
No ſane my bluſh and errour had bewraid, 
Nor yet the world had heard of ſuch diſdainc. 
Then had I walkt with bold erected face, 
No downe-caſt looke had ſignified my miſſe: 
But my degraded hopes, with ſuch diſgrace 
Did force me grone out griefes, and vtter this. 
For being full, ſhould I not then haue ſſ , 
My ſence oppreſs d, bad faild, and hart broken. 
l 


ö B. 4. Thou 


CESS 


SONNET, VIII. 


T Hou re hart ſacrifizd vnto the faireſt, 
Ty aſt incens of thy ſighes to heauen: 
And l againſt her ſro nes freſh vowes repayreſt, 
And made thy paſſions with her beauty euen. 
And you mine eyes, the agents of my hart, 
; Told the dumbe meſlage of my hidden griefe 
And oft witircarefull turnes, with ſilent Arte, 
Did treat the cruell Fayre to yeeld reliefe. 
And you my verſe, the Aduocates of loue, 
Haue followed hard the proceſſe of my caſe: 
And vre'd that tydc which doth plainly prove, 
My faith ſhould win, if iuſtice might have place. 
Yet though l ſee, that nought we doe can moue her, 
Tis not diſdaine muſt make me ceaſe to loue her. * 
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SONNET. IX. 


| F thys be loue, to draw a weary bee th, 
Paint on floods, till the ſhore wry t th ayre: 
With downward Jookes, ſtill reading on che earth; 
The ſad memorials of my loucs deſpayte. 
If this be loue, to warre avainſt my ſoule, 
Lye downe to waile, ti e vp to ſigh and grieue, 
Ihe neuer- reſting ſtone of care to route, 
Still to cõplaine my grieſes, whilſt none telieue. 
If this be love, to cloathe me with darke thoughts, 
Haunting vntroden pathes to waile apart; 
My pleaſures horror, Muſique tragick notes, 
Teares in mine eyes, anc ſorrow at my hart. 
If thys be loue, to liue a living death, 
O then louc I, and draw this weary breath. 


8 1 


rr. 'X. 


O Then loue I, and draw this weary breath, 

For her the cruel Fayre, within whoſe brow, 
I written finde the ſentence of my death, 
In vakind letters ; wrought ſhe cares not how. 

o thou that rul'it the confines of the night, 
Laughter. louing goddeſſe. worldly ow Queen, 
Intenerat that hart that ſeis ſo light, 

The trueſt loue that euer yet was ſcene. 
2 e her leaue to tryumph in this wiſe, 
n the proſſtate ſpoyle of that poore hart: 
T at ſerues a Trophey to her conquering eyes, 
And muſt cheyr eyr glory ory to the world impart. 
Once let her know, {h' hath done enough to proue me, 


And let her pitty if ſlie cannot loue me. 


Tearcs, 
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6 SONNET. XI. 


TEres, vowes and prayers, winne the hardeſt hart; 
Teares, vowes and p , haue 1 ſyent in vaine ; 
Teares cannot ſoften Flint, nor vowes conuart, 
Prayers preuaile not with a quaint diſdaine. 

Iloſe my teares, where I haue loſt my loue, 

I vowe my faith, where faith is not regarded, 
I pray in vaine, a merciles to moue :. | 
So rare a faith ought better be rewarded , *' 

Yet though I cannot win her will with teares, 
Though my ſpules Idoll ſcorneth all my vowes ; 
Though all my prayers be to fo deafe cares, 

No fauour though the cruell faire allowes, 
Yet will I weepe, vowe, pray to cruell ſhee : 
Flint, froſt, diſdaine, weares,melts, and yeelds we ſee. 
My 


OLED 


SONNET. XII. 


M ſpoileſſe loue hoouers with pureſt wings, 

A bout the temple of the proudeſt frame: 
Where blaze thoſe lights fayreſt of earthly things, 
which cleet our «lowded world with brighteſt flame. 

M' ambitious thoughtsconfined in her face, 
Affect no honour but what ſhe can giue, 
My hopes doe teſt in limits of her grace, 
1 weigh no comfort vnleſle ſhe -/ 
For ſhe that can my hart imparadize, 
Holds in her faireſt hand what deereſt is, 
My fortunes wheele's the circle of her eyes, 
Whoſe rowling grace deigne once a turne of blis, 
All my liues ſweet conſiſts in her alone, 
So much l loue the molt vnlouing one. 


Behold 
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SONNET. XIII. 


B Ehold what hap Pin alion had to frame, 
And caruc his propper griefe vpon a ſtone, 
My hcauy fortune is much like the fame, 

I worke on Flint, and that's the cauſe I mone, 

For hapleſſe loe cuca with mine owne delires, 

I figured on the Table of mine hart, _ 
The 2 forme, that all the world admires, 
And ſo did perriſh by my proper arte. 

And ſtill I * — — Marble breaſt 
Of her, whole ſweeteſt grace I doe adore, 
Vet cannot finde her breathe vnto my reſt, 
Hard is her hart, and woe is me therefore, 

O happy he that ioy'd his ſtone and arte, 

Vahappy I to love a ſtony hart. 


Thoſe 
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SONNET. ITIIII. 


TH aſe ſnary locks, are thoſe ſame nets ( my Deere,) 
Whete-with my libertic thou didlt ſurprize ; 
Louc was the flame that fired me fo ncere, 
The Dart tranſpearſing. were thoſe Chriſtall eyes. 
Strong is the net, and feruent is the flame; 
Deepe is the wound my ſighes doe well report : 
Vet doe TI loueadore, and praiſe the ſame, 
That holds, that burnes, that wounds me in this ſort. 
And liſt not ſecke to breake, to quench, to heale, 
The bond, the flame, the wound that ſeſtteth ſo, 
By knife, by liquor, or by ſalue to deale: | 
So much l pleaſe to perriſh in my woe. 
Yet leaſt long aua les be aboue my ſtrength, 
Good DBL 1a loſe, quench, heale me now at W 
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SONNET. XU. 


F that a loyall hart and fayth vnfained, 

It a fiycet languiſhavith a chaſt deſue, 

If hunger-ſtaruen thoughts ſo long retained, 

Fed but with ſmoake, and cheriſht but with fire. 
And if a brow with cares characters painted, 

Bewraies my loue, with broken words halfe ſpoken, 

To her that ſits ia my thoughts Temple fainted, 

And layes to view my Vultur-gnawne hart open. 
If haue done duc homage to her eyes, | 
And had my ſighes {till tending on her name; 

If on her loue my lite and honourlyes, 

And shee (th'vakinde't mayd) ſtill ſcornes the ſame, 
Let this ſuttiſe, that all the world may ſee, - 
The fault is hers, though mine the hurt muſt bee. 
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SONNET. YXUI. 


5 H Appy in ſleepe, waking content to languiſh, 
Imbracing clowdes by night, in day time mourne, 
My ioyes but ſhadowes,touch of truth my anguiſh, 
Giicfcs euer ſpringing, comforts neuet borne. 
And (till . ſhe will relent, 
Growne hoarce with crying mercy, mercy gyue; 
So many vowes,and prayers hauing ſpent, 
That weary of my ſclte, 1 loathe to lyue. 
Apd yet the Hydra of my cares renewes, 
Still new-borne ſotrowes of hertreſh diſdaine: 
And ſtill my hope the Sommer windes purſucs, 
Finding no cnd nor period of my paine. 
This is my ſtate, my griefes doe touch ſo neerely, 
And thus I liue becauſe I loue her deere). 


Why 
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SONNET. XV1I. 


WW Hy ſhou!d I ſing in verſe, why ſhould I frame, 
Theſe fad neglected notes for her decre fake ? 
Why ſhould I offer vp vnto her name, 
The ſweeteſt ſacrifice my youth can make? | 
Why ſhould I ſtrive to make her liue for euer, 
I hat neuer deignes to giue me ioy to liuc ? 
Why ſhould m aſflicted Muſe ſo much endeuour, 
Such honour vnto cruelne to giue ? 
If her defects haue purchaſt her this fame, 
What shpuld her vertues doe, her ſmiles, her loue ? 
If this her worſt, how ſhould her beſt inflame ? 
What paſſions would her milder fauours mone?” 
Fauours (1 thinke) would fence quite ouer-come, 
And that makes happy Louers euer dombe. 
C1 Since 
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SONNET. XVIII. 


Ince the firſt looke that led me to this error, 
To this thoughts-maze, to my confuſion tending : 
Still haue I liu'd in griefe, in hope, in error, 
The circle of my ſorrowes neuer ending. 
Yet cannot leauc * loue that holds me hatefull, 
Her eyes exact it, though her hart diſdaines me; 
See what reward he hath that ſerues ch rngrateful, 
So true and loyall loue no fauour gaines mc. 
Still muſt 1 whet my young deſires abated, 
Vpon the Flint of ſuch a bart rebelling ; 
And all in vaine, her pride is ſo innated, 
Shee no place at all for pitryes dwelling. * 
Oft haue I told her that my ſoule did loue her, 


(And that with en yet all this will not moue her. 
_ Reſtore 


5 


22 


EET 


SONNET. XIX. 


R Eftore thy treſſes to the golden Ore, 
Yeeld Cxthereass ſonne thoſe Arkes of loue ; 
Bequeath the heauens the ſtarrs that I adore, 
And to th' Orient doe thy Pearles remouc. 
Yceld thy hands pride vnto th Iuory white, 
T Arabian odors giue thy . ſweet: 
Reſtore thy bluſh vnto Aurora bright, 
To Theta giue the honour of thy teete. 
Let Venus haue thy graces, her relign'd, 
And thy ſweet voyce giue backe vnto the Spheares: 
But yet reſtore thy fierce and cruell minde, 
To Hyrcan Tygers, and to ruthles Beares. 
Yeeld to the Marble thy hard hart ag ine; 
So ſhalt thou ceaſe to plague, and I to paine. 


C 2 If 


Ne 


SONNET. XX. 


] F Beauty thus be clowded *. a frowne, 

That pitry ſhines no comfort to my blis, 
And vapours of diſdaine ſo ouer-growne, 
That my lives light thus wholy darkacd is. 

Why should I more moleſt the world with cryes ? 
Theayre with ſighes, the earth below with tcarcs? 
Sith I live hatefull to thoſe ruthleſſe eyes, 

Vexing with vatun'd moane her dainty cares, 

If I haue lou'd her deerer then my breath, 
My breath that calls the heavens to witnes it: 
And ſtill muſt hold her deere till after death. 
And if that all this cannot moue a whit, 

Yet let her ſay, that she hath done me wrong, 

To vſe me thus, and kaow 1 loy'd fo long. 
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SONNET. FAI. 


Come Death the anchor- hold of all my thoughts, 
” My laſt reſort wherets my ſoule appeales, 
For all too-long on earth my fancy dotes, 
Whilſt age vpon my waſted body ſleales. 

That hart being made the proſpectiue of horror, 
That honorcd hath the cruclſt faire that liucs, 
The cruelſt faire, that ſees 1 languiſh for her, 

Yet neuer mercy to my merrite giues. 
Thys is her Lawrell and her triumphes prize, 
To uead me downe with foote of her diſgrace : 
Whilſt I did build my fortune in her eyes, 
And layd my liues reſt on ſo faire a face; 
Which reſt | loft, my loue, my life and all, 
So high attempts to low diſgraccs fall. 
1 8 3 Theſe | 
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Heſe ſorrowing es, the ſinoakes of mine ann 
Theſe teares, which heate of ſacred flame diſt 
Are thoſe due tributes that my faith dorh pay 
Vnto the Tyrant, vxhoſe vnkindnes kils, 
I ſacrifize my youth, and blooming yeeres, 
At her proude feere,and ſhe reſpects not it: 
My flowre vatimely 's withred with my teares, 
And Winter woes, for ſpring of youth vnfit. 
Shec thinks _— may 8 3 care, 4 
And ſo wi es, my long lookt 
As — _— pint comſor rare, 
Yet mu t bliſſe my hun ugh appeaſe. 
Thus — — — 
Once let her loue indeed, or eye me neuer. 


Falſe 
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SONNET. XXIII 


Alſe Hope prolongs my euer certaine grieſe, 
Fr to me, and faithfull to my Loue : 


A bye times it promis d me teliefe, 
Yet neuer any true effect I proue. 

Oft when 1 find in her no truth at all, 

I banniſh her, and blame her trecherie ; 
Yet ſoone againe I muſt her backe recall, 
As one that dyes without her — 

Thus often as I chaſe my hope from mee, 
Straight-way — vnto DEI ras eyes, 
Fed with — pleaſing looke there ſhall shee bee, 
And ſo ſent — thus my fortune lyes. 

Lookes feede my Hope, Hope foſters me in vaine, 


Hopes ate vnſure, when certaine is my paine. 
C4 l Looks 
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SONNET. XAIIII. 


L Ookein my griefes, and blame me not to mourne, 
From care to care that leades a life fo bad ; 
Th' Orphan of Fortune, borne to be her ſcorne, 
Whoſe clowdeed brow doth make my dayes ſo fad. 
Long are their nights whoſe cares doe neuer ſleepe, 
Lothſome their dayes, whom no ſunne euer ioyd, 
Her faireſt eyes doe penctrate ſo deepe, 
That thus I live both day and night annoyd. 


Nut fith the ſweeteſt roote doth yeeld thus much, 


Her praiſe from my complaint I may not part ; 

I loue th'efteR for that the cauſe is ſuch, 

Ile praiſe her face, and blame her flinty hart. 
Whuilit that we make the world admire at vs, 
Het for diſdaine, and me for loving thus. 

a Raigne 
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SONNET. XXU. 


Aigne in my th ts faire hande, ſweete eye, rare 
Rete — harts triumvirate: 1 — 
Yet heauy hirt to make ſo hard a choyſe, 
Of ſuch as ſpoile thy afflicted ſtare. 
For whilit they ſtriue which all be Lord of all, 
All my poote life by them is troden done: 
They all erect their Trophies on my fall. 
And yeeld me nought that giues the their renowne, 
When backe 1 looke, I ſigh my freedome paſt, 
And waile the ſtate wherein | preſent ſtand , 
And ſee my fortune euer like to laſt, 
Finding me rain'd with ſuch a heauie hand; 
What can 1 do but yeeld? and yeeld I doo, 
And ſerue all three, and yet they ſpoyle me too. 


e 


SONNET. XXV. 
8 Alluding tothe Sparrow purſued by 4 Hauke that 


flew into the 50ſome of Zenocrates. p 
Hilſt by her eyes purſu'd, my poore hart flew it, 

WI nto — . bas of — : 

Shce there in that ſweet ſanRuarie flew it, 

Where it preſum d his ſafetie to be neereſt. 
My priuiledge of faith could not protect it, 

That was with blood & three yeres witnes ſigned: 

In all which time shee neuet could ſuſpect it, 

For well shee ſawe my loue, and how I pined. 
And yet no comfort would her brow reocale me, 

No lightning lool e, which falling hopes erecteth; 

What bootes to lawes of ſuccout to appeale mec 

Ladies and Tyrants, neuer lawes reſpecteth. 
Then there I die, where hop d ] to haue liuen; 
And by that hand, which better might haue giuen. : 

Sti 


SONNET. AXXVIT. 


8 Till in the trace of "my tormented thought, 
My ca ele. :Ecarg: muil martch on to ing death: 
Thy leztr-g1rd tuo deerelie haue l bouche, 
Who to my comſort neuer deign'ſta breath. 

Why ſhould'ſt chou ſtop thine cares now to my cryes, 
Whole eyes were open. ready to oppreſſe me ? 
Why {luw'tt thou not the cauſe whence al did riſe, 
Or heare me now, and ſceke how to redreſſe me? 

Iniurious DE x 1 a, yet lie loue thee (till, 
Whilſt that 1 breathe in ſorrow of my ſmart : 
Ile tell the world that l deſeru'd but ill. 

And blame my ſelte for to excuſe thy hart. 

Then iudge who ſinnes the greater of vs twaine, 

in my loue, or thou in thy diſdaine. 


Of 
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SONNET. XXIII. 


OfFedoe! mervaile, vhether DI x a s eyes, 
Are eyes, or cls two radiant ſtarres that ſhine : 

For how could Nature euer thus deuiſe, 
Ot earth on earth a ſubſtance ſo diuine. 

Starrs ſure they are, whoſe motions rule deſires, 
And calme and tempeſt follow their aſpetts : 
Their ſeet appearing ſtill ſuch power inſpires, 
That makes the world admire fo ſtrange effects. 

Yet whether fixt or wandring ſtarrs are they, 
Whole influence rule the Orbe of my poore hart! 
Fixt ſure they are, but wandring make me (tray, 
In cadles errors, whence | cannot part. 

Starrs then, not eyes, moue you with milder view, 

' Your ſweet aſpect on him that honours you. 
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SONNET. XIII. 


THE ſtarre of my miſhap impoſd this paine, 
To ſpend the A pꝛill of my yecres in wayling, 
That euer found my fortune in the wayne, 
With ſtill fresh cares my preſent woes ailayling. 

Yer her I blame not, though for her tis done, 

But my deſires wings ſo high aſpyring. 
Which now are melted by that glorious Sunne, 
That makes me fall from off my hie deſiring. 

And in my fall, 1 1 — oy with ſpeed. | 
No pittyi ookes backe pon my mourn 
No Ro nde I now — need, Ks 
Th' Ocean of my teares muſt drowne me butniog. 

Whilſt my diſtreſs shall chriſten heranew, * 

And giue the Creel Fayre this title due. _ 

An 


SONNET. XXX. 


A ND yet I cannot reprehend the flight, 
Or blame th attempt preſuming ſo to ſore, 
The mounting venter for a high delight, 
Did make the honour of the fall the more. 
For who gets wealth that purs not from the ſhore? 
- Daunyger hath honour, great deſignes their fame, 
Glorie doth follow cout ge goes before. 
And though th euent oft aunſwers not the ſame, 
Suffiſe that high attempts haue neuer ſhame. 
The Mcane-obſeruer, (whom baſe Safety keepes,) 
Liues without honour, dies without a name, 
And in eternall darknes euer ſſ 
And therefore DE 1 1 A, tis to me no blot, 
To haue attempted, though attain d thee not. 
Rayſing 
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SONNET. xxx.. 


Ayſing my hopes on hills of high deſire, 
Ritas 5 ſcale the heauen eller hart, 

My llender meanes preſum' d too high a part, 

Her thunder of diſdaine forſt me retyre, 
And threw mee done to paine in all this fire, 

Where loe I languiſh in ſo heauie ſmart, 

Becauſe th attempt was farre aboue my arte: 

Her pride brook'd not poore ſoulcs ſhould come ſo 
Yet | proteſt my high aſpyring will, (nic her, 

Was not to diſpoſſeſſe her of her right: 

Her ſoueraignty ſhould haue remained till, 

I onely ſought the bliſſe to haue her ſight. 
Her ſight contented thus to ſee mee (pill, 
Fram'd my deſires far for her eyes to kill. 


SONNET. XXXIl. 


Why doth D s x 1 a credite ſo her glaſſe, 
Gazing her beautie deign'd her by the skyes ; 
And doth not rather looke on him (alas) = 
whoſe ſtate beſt shewes q force of murthering eye; 
The broken tops of loftic trees declare, 
The furic of a mercy-wanting ſtorme : 
And of what force your wounding graces are, 
Vpon my ſelſe you beſt may find the forme. 
Then leaue your glaſſe, and gaze your felfe on mee, 
That Mirror shewes what power is in your face: 
To view your forme too much, may daunger bee, 
N arciſize chang d ta flower in ſuch a caſe. 
And you are chang'd, but not t a Hiacint; 


1 feare your eye hath turn d your hart to flint. 
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SONNET. XAAIII. 


[ Once may ſee when yeres ſhall wreck my wrong, 
When golden hayres ſhall change to ſiluet wier : 
And thoſe bright rayes that kindle all this fire, 

Shall ſaile in force, their working not ſo ſtrong, 

Then beautie, (now the burthen of my ſong.) 
Whoſe glorious blaze the world doth ſo admire, 
Mult yeeld vp all to tyrant Times deſire; 

The fade thoſe flowers that deckt her pride ſo long. 

When, if ſhee grieue to gaze her in the glaſſe. 

Which then preſents her winter-withered hew, 
Goc you my verſe, goe tell her what ſhe was; 
Fot what ſhee was $hee beſt shall finde in you. 

Your ficric heate lets not her gloriẽ paſſe, 

But (Pheniz-like) ſhall make her live ancw. 

D 1 Looke 
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L Ooke Delia how we ſteeme the half. blow ne Roſe, 
The image of thy bluſh, and Sommers honour : 
Whilſt in her tender greene shee doth incloſe, 

The pure ſweet beauty Time beſtowes ypon her. 

No ſooner ſpreades her glory in the ayre, 

But ſtraight her ful-blowne pride is in declining ; 
hee then is ſcorn'd that late adorn'd the fayre: 

-  Soclowdes thy beauty after faireſt ſhining. 

No Aprill can reuiue thy withred flowers, 

| looming grace adornes thy gl 
Swift ſpeedy Time, feathred with flying 
Diſſolues the beautie of the faireſt brow. 
O let not then ſuch riches waſte in vaine, 


But louc whilſt that thou mailt belou'd againe. 
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SONNET. XXIV. 


B VT lone whilſt that thou maiſt be loud againe. 
Now whilſt thy May hath I'd thy lap with flowers. 
Now whilſt thy beauty beares without a ſtaine , 
Now vſe thy Sommer (miles, ere Winter lowers, 

And whil(t thou fpread'it vnto the ryſing ſunne, 

The faireſt flowre that euer ſaw the light, 
Now ioy thy time before thy ſweet be done, 
And (Delia, ) thinke thy morning muſt haue night. 

And that thy brightnes ſets at length to Welt, 

When thou wilt cloſe vp that which now F ſhoweſt, 
And thinke the ſame becomes thy fading beſt, 
Which then ſhall hide it moſt, and couer loweſt. 

Men doe not wey the ſtalke for that it was, 

When once they find her flowre her glory paſſe. 
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SONNET. XA AU]. 


Hen men ſhall finde thy flower, thy glory paſſe, 
Wand thou with carefull — — 4 
Neceiued haſt this meſſage from thy glaſſe, 
That tells the truth, and ſaies that all is gone; 
Freſh ſhalt thou ſee in mee the wounds thou madeſt, 
Though ſpent thy flame, in me the heat remaining, 
I chat haue loud thee thus before thou fadeſt, 
My faith shall waxe, when thou art in thy waining. 
The world shall finde this myracle in mee, 
That fire can burne when all the matter's ſpent : 
Then what my faith hath beene thy ſelfe shalt ſec, 
And that thou waſt vnkind, thou maiſt repent. 
Thou maiſt repeat that thou haſt ſcorn'd my teares, 
When winter ſnowes pon thy golden haires. 
When 
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SONNET. XXXUIT. 


WW Hen VVinter ſnowes vpon thy golden haires, 
And ſroſt of age hath nipt thy flowers necre, 
VVhen dark ſhal ſeeme thy day that neuer cleeres, 
And all lies withred that was held fo deere. 
Then take this picture which I heere preſent thee, 
Limned with a Penſill not all vnworthy: 
Heere ſee the 5 that God and nature lent thee, 
Heare reade thy ſelſe, and what I ſuftred ſor thee. 
This may remainethy laſting monument, 
Which happily poſteritie may cherriſh, 
Theſe colours with thy fading ate not ſpent, 
Theſe may remaine when thou and I shall periſh. 
If they remaine, then thou ſhalt live thereby. 
They will remaine, and ſo thou canſt not die. 
54 Thou 
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SONNET. XXVII.. 


Hou canſt not die whilſt any zeale abound 
In feeling barts, that can conceiue theſe lynes; 
Though thou a Laura haſt no Perrarch found, 
In baſe atryre, yet cleerely Beauty ſhines. 
And 1 (though borne within a colder clime,) 
Doe tecle mine inward heate as great, (I know it,) 
Hee neuer had more faith, although more time, 
L loue as well, though he could better ſhow it. 
But I may add one feather to thy fame, 
To helpe her flight throughout the faireſt Ile, 
And if my pen could more enlarge thy name, 
Then Shouldſt thou liue in an immortall ſtile. 
For thougb that Laura better limned bee, 


Suffiſe, thou shalt be lou d as well as shce. 
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SONNET. XAAIX. 


Obe ot grieu d that theſe my papers should 
Bewray vnto the world how faire thou art: 
Or tuat my wits hane shewed the beſt they could. 
(The chaſteſt flame that euer warmed hart.) 
Thinke not (\weer DEL IA, ) this ſhall be thy ſhame, 
My Muſe ſhould ſound thy praiſe with mournefull 
How many liue, the glory of whoſe name, (warble, 
Shall reſt in Iſe, when thine is grau'd Able. 
Thou maiſt in aſter ages liue eſteem d, 
Vuburied in theſe lines reſeru'd in purents; 
Theſe shall intombe thoſe eyes, that haue redeem d 
Mee from the vulgat, thee = all obſcurenes. 
Although my carefull accents neuer moouꝭ d thee, 
Yer count it no diſgrace that I haue lou d thee. 
D 4 DELIA, 


— = Wu SEO © | => 
q 2 
rn 


SONNET. XI. 
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Dre theſe eyes that ſo admiteth thine, 
- Hauc ſcene thoſe walls the which ambition reared 
To check the world, how they intombd hauelyen, 
Within thẽſelues; & on them ploughes haue cared. 
Yet found l that no barbarous hand attaind, 
The ſpoyle of fame deſerv'd by vertuous men: 
VVhoſe glorious actions luckily had gaind, 
Th'eternall Annals of a happy pen. . 
W:ythethough DET 1 a fade, let that not moue her, 
Though time doe ſpoile her of the faireſt valle 
Thar cucxyer mortalitie did couer ; 
Which muſt inſtarre the needle and the Raile. 
That grace, that vertue, all that ſeru'd t᷑ in- woman, 
Dooth thee ynto eternitie aſſommon. 
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SONNET. XI]. 


F Ayre and lovely mayde, looke from the shore, 
Sce thy Leander ſtriuing in theſe waues: 
Poore ſoule quite ſpent, whoſe force can do no more, 
Now ſend forth hopes, for now calme pitty ſaues. 
And waſt him to thee with thoſe louely cyes, 
A happy conuoy to a ho'y Land : 
Now shewe thy power, and where thy vertue yes, 
To ſaue thine owne, ſtretch out the faireſt hand. 
Stretch out the faireſt hand, a pledge of peace; 
That hand that darts ſo riglit and neuer miſſes : 
I shall forget old wrongs, my griefes ſhall ceaſe ; 
And that which gaue me wounds, Ile giue it kiſſes. 
O then let ti Ocean of my care find shore, 
That thou be pleas d, and I may ſigh no more. . 


Read 
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d in my ſace a volume of diſpayres, 
he wailing Iliads of my tragicke woe 
Drawane with my blood, & printed with my cares, 
VVrought by her hand that I haue honout d fo. 
VVho whilſt I burne, shee ſings at my ſoules wrack, 
Looking aloft from Turret of her pride : 
There my ſoules Tyrant ioyes her, in the ſack 
Of her owne ſeate, whereof I made her guide. 
There doe theſe ſmoakes that from affliction riſe, 
Serue as an incenſe to a cruell Dame 
A facrifice thrice-gratefull to her eyes, 
Becauſe their powre ſerue to exact the ſame. 
Thus ruines shee (to ſatisſie her will,) | 
The Temple, where her name was honour'd-{lill. 


My 


SONNET. XLIIT. 


MY Ds t 1 a hath the waters of mine eyes, 

The ready handmaids on her grace attending: 
That neuer fall to ebb, but euer riſe, 7 
For to their flow (hee neuer grants an ending. 

Th' Ocean neuer did attend more dulic 
Vpon his ſoueraignes courſe, the nights pale Queen, 
Nor paid the impoſt of his waues more trucly, 
Then mine vnto her Deitie haue been. 

Yet nought the rock of that hard hart can moue, 
Where beate theſe teares with zeale, & fury driucth, 
And yet I rather languiſh in her loue, 

Then I would ioy the faireſt shee that liueth. 

I doubt to finde ſuch pleaſure in my gayning, 

As now I taſte, in compaſſe of complayning. 

How 
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SONNET. XILIIII. 


Owe long shall I in mine affliction mourne? 
A burthen to my ſelfe, diſtreſt in mind, 
VVhen ſhall my interdicted hopes returne, 
From out diſpaire wherein they live con fin d. 
VV hen (hal her troubled brow charg d with diſdaine, | 
Reueale the treaſure which her ſmy les impart : 
V Vhen ſhall my faith the happines attaine, 
To breake the !ſe that hath congeald her hart. 
Vnto herſelfe, haſclfe my loue doth ſommon, 
(If louc in her hath any power to mouc,) 
And let her tell me as shee is a woman, 
V Vhether my faith hath not deſeru'd her loue. 
I know shee cannot but muſt needs confeſle ir, 
Let deignes not with one ſimple ſigne t expreſſe it. 
Beautie 
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SONNET. XL. 


B Eautie (ſweet Loue, ) is like the morning dewe, 
— short refresh v pon the tender greene : 
Cheeres for a time but till the Sunne doth shew, 
And ſtraight tis gone as it had neuer beene. 

Soone doth it fade that makes the faireſt Aloriſh, 
Short is the glory of the bluſhing Roſe : 

The hewe which thou ſo carefully doſt nouriſh, 
Yet which at length thou muſt be forc'd to loſe. 

VV hen thou ſurcharg'd with burthen of thy yceres, 
Shalt bend thy wrinkles homeward to the earth, 
Vhen time hath made a paſport for thy ſeares, 
Dated in age the Kalends of our death. 

But ah no more, this hath beene often tulde, 

And women gricuc to thinke they muſt be olde. 
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SONNET. XLSI. 


] Muſt nor grieve my Loue, whoſe eyes would reede 
Lynes of delight, whereon her youth might ſmyle; 
Flowers haue a tyme before they come to ſeed, 
And shee is young, and now muſt ſport the while. 

Ah ſport (fwcert Maid) in ſeaſon of theſe yeeres, 

And learne td gather flowers before they wither : 
And where the ſweeteſt bloſſoms firſt appeares, 
Let loue and youth conduct thy pleaſures thither. 

Lighren forth ſmyles to clecrethe clowded ayre, 

And calme the rempeſt which my ſighes do rayſe, 

Pittic and ſmiles doc beſt become the faire. 
Pittie and ſmiles shall yeeld thee laſting praiſe. 

I hope to ſay, when all my griefes are gone, 
Happic che Hart that ſigh d for ſuch a one. 
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SONNET. XLV1IL / 


ba A! the Authars going into Italie. 


O Whether (poore forſaken) wilt thou goe, 
To goe from ſorrow, and thine owne diilreſle, 

When cuery place preſents like face of woe, 

And no remoue can make thy ſor:owes leſle ? 
Yer goe (forſaken,) leaue theſe woods, thele playnes, 
Leaue her and all, and all for her that leaucs 
Thee and thy loue forlorne, and both diſdaines; 
And of both, wrongtull deemes, and ill conceancs. 


S$:eke out ſome place, and ſee if any place f 
Can giue the leaſt relcaſe vnto thy giieſe: 
Conuay thee from the thought of thy diſgrace, 
Steale from thy ſelſe. and be thy cares o thicfe. 
But yet what comfort shall | hecteby gaine? 
Bearing the wonnd. I accds muſt ſcele the paine. 
Drawne 
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SONNET. XLII. 


CT hs Sonnet was made at the Authors 
beeing t m Italie. 

D Rawne with th attractiue vertue of her 
My toucht hart turnes it to that happic coſt : 
My ioyfull North, where all my fortune lyes, © 
The [euell of my hopes deſired moſt. 

There where my DE L 1 a, fairer then the Sunne, 
Deckt with her youth wheron F world doth ſmile, 
Ioyes in that honour which her eyes haue wonne, 
Th eternall wonder of our happy Ile. 

Flori ſh faire ALR o x, glorie of the North, 
Neptwnes belt darling, held — his armes: | 
Deuided from the world as better worth, 
Kept for himſelfe, defended from all harmes. 

Still let difarmed peace decke her and thee : 

And Muſc-foc Mars, abroad fare foltred bee. : 

are- 
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Are-charmer S ſonne of the ſable Night, 
C Brother to So ſilent darknes borne : gh 
Relieue my languiſh; and reſtore the light, 
Wich darke forgetting of my cares returne. 
And let the day be time enough to mourne. 
The shipwrack of m 2 ill aduentred youth: 
Let waking eyes ſuffiſe to waile their ſcorne, 
Without the torment of the nights vnttuth. 
Ceaſe dreames, th imaginary of our day deſires, 
To modell forth the paſſions of the morroy, 
| Neuer let iyſing Sunne apptoue you lyers, 
To adde more griefe to agravate my ſorrow. 
Still let mee ſleepe, imbracing clowdes in vaide, 
And neuer wake to ſeele the dayes diſdaine. 
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SONNET, L. 
ET others ſing of Knights and Palladines, 


In aged accents, and vntimely words, 

Paint ſhadowes in imaginarie lines, 

Which wel the reach of their high wits records ; 
But I muſt ſing of thee, and thoſe faire eyes. 
Autentique shall my verſe in time to come, 

When yet ch vnborne shal ſay, Loe where ſhe lyes, 
Whoſe beauty made him ſpeak that els was dombe. 
Theſe ate the Arkes the Trophies I erect, 

That fortiſie * name againſt old age: 

And theſe thy ſacred vertues muſt protect, 

Againſt the darke and Times conſuming rage. 
Though th error of my youth they ſhall diſcouer, 
Suffiſe, they Shew I liuu d, and was thy louer. 
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SONNET. LI. 


A S to the Roman that would free his Land, 

His error was his honour and renowne : 
And more the fame of his miſtaking hand, 
Then if he had the Tyrant ouecr-throwne, 

SoDE 1 1 A bath mine errour made me knowne. 
And my deceiu'd attempt, deſeru d more fame, 
Then if I had the victory mine owne : 

And thy hard hart had ycelded vp the ſame. 
And fo likewiſe, reno med is thy blame, 
Thy crueltie, thy glorie; o ſtrange cale, 
That errours should be grac'd that merrite ſhame, 
And ſinne of frownes bring honor to the face. 
Yet happy DEI 1 4 that thou waſt vnkind, 
But happier yet, if thou wouldſt change thy _— 
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SONNET. III. 


Ike as the Lute, that ioyes or dls diſlikes, 
As is his arte that playts vpon the ſame, 
So ſounds my Muſe, according as (hee ſtrikes 
On my hart ſtrings, high tun'd vnto her fame. 
Her touch doth cauſe the warble of the ſound, 
Which hecre J yeeld in lamentable wile, 
A wailing deskant on the ſweeteſt ground, 
VVhoſe due reports giue honour to her eyes. 
Els harſhe my ſtile, vntunable my Muſe, 
Hoarce ſounds the voyce that praiſeth not her name, 
If any pleaſing reliſh heere I ve, : 
Then iudge the world her beauty gives the ſame. 
O happy ground that makes the muſique ſuch, 
And bleſled hand that giues ſo ſweet a touch, 1 
one 
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SONNET. IIII. 


N One other fame myne rnambinils Muſe, 
Affected euer, but t'cternize thec: 
All other honours doe my hopes refuſe, 
Which meaner priz'd and momentarie be. 
For God forbid I should my papers blot, 
VVith mercynatie lines, with ſeruile pen: 
Prayſing vertues in them that haue them not, 
Baſcly attending on the hopes of men. 
No no, my verſe reſpects nor Thames nor Theaters, 
Nor ſeckes it to be know ne vnto the great, 
But Auon poare in fame, and poore in waters, 
Shall haue my ſong where D x 1 TA hath her (cate. 
Auon sball be my Thames, and shee my ſong, 
Ile ſound her name the River all along. 
E 3 Vahappy 
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SONNET, LIIII. 


Nhappy pen, and ill accepted papers, 
V hardy chaſt deſires : 


That intimate in vaine 
My chaſt deſires, (the euer- burning Tapers,) 
Inkindled by her eyes celeſtiall fires, 

Celeſtiall fires, and vnreſpecting powers, . 
That deigne not viewe, 2 of your might: 
In humble lines the worke o * 


The facrifice I offer to her ſight. 

But ſith ſhee ſcornes her one, this reſts for mee, 
Nc mone my ſelſe, and hide the wrong I haue, 
Aud ſo content mee that her frownes ſhould be 

To m' infant ſtile the cradle and the —— 

V-hat though my ſelſe no honour get thereby, 

Each byrd ſings to her ſel ſe, and fo will L 
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SONNET. LV. 


[OE heere the impoſt of a faith vnfayning, 
That loue hath paid, and her diſdaine extorted: 

Behold the meſſage of my iuſt complaining, 

That ſhewes F world how much my griefe imported. 
Theſe tributarie plaiors fraught with deſire, 

I ſend thoſe eyes, the cabinets of loue ; 

The Paradice whereto my hopes aſpire, 

From out this hell, which mine afflictions proue. 
Wherein I thus doe liue, caſt downe from myrth, 

Penſiue alone, none but diſpaire about mee, 

My ioyes abortiue, perriſht at their birth, 

My cares long liu d, and will not die without mer. 
This is my ſtate, and DR IIA s hart is ſuch; 
1 ſay no more, I feare I ſaid too much. 

FINIS. 


* 


| But her will mu le 


An Ode. 


N o each creature woes the other, 


paſung happy dayes and howres, 
One byrd reports Vnto an other, 


1m the fall of ſiluer ſhewers, 
Wulf the earth (our common mether, ) 
hath her beſome deckt with flowers. 


Whil#t the greateft Torche of heauen, 
with bright rayer warmesFloRas 4%, 
Makmg might? 24 1 both cuen, 


p Fm. plant: with freſber [ap : 
Aly field of | eee. bereanen, 


wants refreſh of better hap. 


Ec ch o, davghter of the Ayre, 


(babblimg gucſi of Rocks and Hills, ) 
Knewes the name of, Fre, 
And ſounds the accents of my ills. 
n- prities my diſpaue, 
dal that jew ber Lerer wills, 


eps cher (O cruell ad, 
Aoth mee and my laue diſpuſe, 
My liues floriſh 4. 2 
that on her 


avd well he endl for laue who dies, 
FINIS. 
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O V T from the horror of laſernall deepes, 
My poore afflicted ghoſt comes heere to plaine it, 
Attended with my thame that neuer ſleepes, 
The ſpot wher-with my kinde and youth did — 
My body found a graue where to containe it. 

A ſucete could hide my face, but not my ſin, 

For Fame findes neuer tombe tincloſe it in. 


And which is worſe, my ſoule is now denied, 

Her tranſport to the ſwcer Eliſian reſt, 

The ioyfull bliſſe for ghoſtes repurified, 

Th' euer- ſpringing Gardevs of the bleſt, 

Caron denics mee waſtage with the reſt. 1 
And ſayts, wy ſoule can never the Riuecr, 
Tilt Louers ſighes on earth shall it deliuer. 


So ſhall I neuet paſſe; for how ſhould T 

Pcocure this ſacrifice amongſt the living ? 

Time bath long ſince worue out the memotie, 

Both of my life, and liues vniuſt depriuing, 

Sorrow for mee is dead for aye reviving, - 
Ros Au ou p hathli erben 
And chat diſgtac d, for time . 


THE COMPLAINT 
No Muſe ſuggeſts the pittie of my caſe, 


Each penne doth ouer- paſſe my iuſt complaint, 
VVhilſt others are preferd, though tarre more baſe; 
Shores wife is grac'd, and paſles tor a Saint; 
Her Legend iuſlifies her foule attaint. 
Her wel · told tale did ſuch compaſſion finde, 
That shee is paſs d, and | am left behind. 


VVhich ſcene with gricfe, my miſcrable ghoſt, 
(VVhilome inueſted in fo faire a vaile, 
VVhich whilſt it liu'd, was honoured of the moſt, 
And being dead, giucs matter to bewaile.) 
Comes to ſol icite thee, (ſince others faile,) 
To take this taske, and in thy wofull ſong - 
To forme my cafe, and tegiſter my wrong. 


Although I know thy iuſt lamenting Muſe, 
Toyld in th affliction of thine one diſtreſſe, 
In others cares hath little time to vic, 
Aud therefore maiſt eſteeme of mine the leſſe: 
Yet as thy hopes attend happy redteſſe, 
Thy ioyes depending on a womans grace, 
So moouc thy minde a wofull womans caſe. 
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De 1 14 may hap to deigne to reade our ſtory,” 
And offer vp her ſigh among the reſt, 
V Vholemerrite would (uffitc for both our glory, 
V hereby thou might it be grac'd, and l be bleit , 
That indulgence would profit me the beſt. 
Such power shre hath by whom thy youth is led, 
To ioy the luing, and to blelle the dead. 


- (through beauty) made the wofull'tt wight, 
beauty might haue comfort after death 

1 at dying fayreſt, by the faireſt might 

ind lite aboucon earth, and reft beneath. 

Shee that can bleſle vs with one happy breath, 
Giue comfort to thy Muſe to doe her beſt, 
That thereby thou maiſt ioy,and I might teſt. 


Thus ſaid : forth -· with mou d with a tendet care, 

And pittie, (which my ſelſe could neuer finde) 
VV hat ſlice delir'd, — Muſe deign d to declae, 
And therefore, will'd her boldly tell her mind. 
And | (more willing.) tooke ——— aſsignd, 


Becauſe her grieſes were worthy to be knon ne, 
And tellung = might hap forget arioc war. 


Then 
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Then write (quoth ſhee) the ruine of my youth, 
—_ the dow ne- fall of my ſlippry ſtate, 
all 


R 
Of all my life reueale the ſimple truth, 
To teach to others what I learnt too late. 
Exemplitie my ſrailtie, tell how Fate 
_—_ in eternall darke our fortunes hidden, 
ere they come, to know them tis forbidden. 


For vrhilſt the ſun. ſhine of my fortune laſted, 

I ioy'd the happieſt warmth, the ſweeteſt heate 

That euer yet impetious beautie taſted, 

I had what giorie euer flesh could get: 

But this faire morning had a shamefull ſer. 
Diſgrace darkt honour.ſinne did clowd my brow, 
As note the ſequel, and Ile tell thee how. 


The blood Tſkaind, was good and of the beſt, 
- Mybirttrhad honour, and my beautic fame : 
Nature and Fortune ioyn'd to make me bleſt, 
Had 1 had grace t haue knowne to vic the ſame. 
| My education ſhew d from whence I came, 
And all concutd to make me happy furſt, 
That ſo great hap might make me more accuilt. 
— Happie 


OF ROSAMOND. 


Happie liu d I. whilſt Parents eye did guide, 

The indiſcretion of my feeble waies, 

And Country home kept mce from 6 

Where beſt vnknowne I ſpent my (weetctt dayes; 

Till that my friends mine honour ſought to taiſe, 
To higher place, which greater credite yeelds, 
Deeming ſuch beauty was vnfit for fecldes, - 


From Country then to Court I was preferr'd, 
From calme to ſtormes, from ſhore into the deepes : 
There where I perrith'd, where my youth firſt err d, 
There where | loit the lowre which honour keepes ; 
Therewhere the worler thriues, the better weepes 
Ah mec (poore wench,) on this vahappy 
I grounded me, and caſt away my ſ 


For thither com'd, when yeeres had arm'd my youth, 

ich rareſt proofe of beautie euer ſeene: 

When my reuiuing eye had learnt the truth, 

That it had power to make the winter gicene, 

And flowre affections whereas none had beene; 

Soone could I teach my brow to tyranuize, 
And make the world doc homage to mine eyes. 
| 6 For 
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For age I aw, (though yeeres with cold conceit, 
Congeuld their thoughts againſt a warme deſire,) 


Yee ſiah their want, and looke at ſuch a baite. 
io how youth was waxe before the fire. 
I faw by ſtealth, 1 fram'd my looke a lyre. 
Yet well perceiu d, how Fortune made me then 
The enuie of my ſexe, and wonderynto men. 


Looke how a Comet at the firft appearing, 
Draws all mens eyes with wonder to behold it; 
Or as the fagdeſt tale at ſuddaine heari 
a ae A vnto him that to! J 
So did my ſpeech when Rubicsdid vnfold i it. 
30 vil e blazing of my bluſh appeate, 
Tamae the world, that holds ſuch Gohrs ſo dect 


Ah beauty faire enchaunting good, 
Sweet ſileng rerborique of perſwading eyes: 


- _ Dombecelvqutce, whoſe power doth mouethe blood, 


More then the words, or wifedome of the wiſe 
Sull harmonie, whoſe diapaſon lies oh 
Within a brow, the key which paſſions mover, 


, £6 tauiſh ſence, and play a orld! in loue. 
. 
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What might I then not doe whoſe power was ſuch } 
What cannot women doe that know their powre : 
VVYhat women knowes it not (1 feare too much) 

How bliſſe or balelyes in their laugh or lowre ? 
Whilſt they enioy their happy blooming flow re, 
Whil{t nature decks her W her proper faire (th'ayre. 
Which cheeres the world, ioyes each fight, tweetens 


Such one was I, my beauty was mine owne, 
No borrowed bluſh which banck-rot beauties ſceke: 
That new-found ſhame,a ſinne to vs vnknowne, 
Th' adulterate beauty of a falſed checke: 
vilde ſtaine to honour, and to women ecke, 

Seeing that time our fading muſt detect, 

Thus with detect to couer our defect. 


Impietie of times, chaſtitics abator, 

Falſhood, wherein thy ſelſe thy ſelſe denieſt: 
Treaſon, to counterfeit the ſeale of Nature. 
The ſtampe of heaven, impreſſed by the hieſt. 
Diſgrace vnto the world, to whom thou hyeſt. 


Idoll vnto th ſelſe, ſhame to the wiſe, © 
2 - thee idolatriſdGQ. 


F 1 Farre 


THE COMPLAINT 


Farre was that ſinne from vs whoſe age was pure, 
VVhen ſimple beauty was accounted belt, 
The time when women had no other lure 
But me deſtie, pure checkes, a vertuous breſt. 

Thys was the pompe wher-with my youth was bleſt. 
| - Theſe were the weapons which mine honor wan 
In all the conflicts which mine eyes begun. 


V'Vhich were not (mal, I wrought on no meane obiect, 
A Crowne was at my feete, Scepters obeyde mee, 
Whs Fortune made my King, Loue made my ſubiect, 
Who did comaund the land, moſt humbly praid mee, 
HEx «ry the ſecond, that fo highly weigh'd mee, 
Found well (by proofe) the priuiledge of Beauty, 
That it had powre to counter-maund all duty. 


For after all his victories in FRA VN cx, 
Tryumphing in the honour of his deedes: 
Vnmaich d by ſword, was vanquiſht by a glaunce, 
And hotter warrs within his boſome breedes. 
VVans, whom whole Legions of deſires feedes. 
__ all which, my chaſtuie oppoſes 

The field of honour, vertue neuer loſes, 
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No armour might be found that could defend, 
Tranſpearcing rayes of Chriſtall poynted eyes: 
No ſtratagem, no reaſon could amend, 
No not his age; (yet old men should be wiſe.) 
But shewes deceiue, outward appearance lies. 
Let none for ſeeming ſo, thinke Saints of others, 
For all are men, and all haue ſuckt their mothers. 


Who wold haue thought a Monarch would haue euer 
Obeyd his . ot ſo meane eſtate; 
Vultur ambition feeding on his lyuer, 
Age hauing worne his pleaſures out of date, 
But hap comes neuer, or it comes too late. 
For ſuch a dainty which bis youth found not, 
Vnto his feeble age did chaunce a- lot. 


Ah Fortune, neuer abſolutely good. 
For that ſome croſſe ſtill counter- checks our luck ; 
As heere bchold th incompatible blood, 
Of age and youth was that whereon we ſtuck : 
VVholc lothing, we from natures breſts doe ſuck, 
As oppolite to what our blood requires. 
For equall age, n like deſues. ; 
2 ut 
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= mighty men, in higheſt honour 

_ t eh bile applauſe and pleaſure can behold: 
— d in their , carcleſle what is fitting, 
May not be ſuffrcd once tothinke the are old: 
Not — what they ſee, but what is told. 

Miſerable nes to forget ſo farre, 

Ihe ſtate of fleſh, and what our frailtics are, 


Jet muſt 1 BEBO excuſe ſo great defect, 
— drinking of the Lerhe ot mine eyes. 
H is forc'd forget himſelſe, and all teſpect 
Ot maieſtie, whereon his ſtate relies: 
And now of loues, and pleaſures muſt deviſe. 
For thus teuiu d againe, he ſerues and ſu th, 
And ſec es all meanes to vndermine my youth. 


Which neuer by aſſault he could recouer, 

So well incamp di in ſtrength of chaſte deſires : 
My cleane-arm'd thoughts repel d an vnchaſt lover. 
The Crowne that could commaund what it requires, 
I leder pria d then chaſtities attires. 

„Thenſtained vaile, which innocents adorns, 


Th'vngathred Roſe, Gefended with the thornes. 
An 
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And ſaſe mine honour ſtood, till that in truth, 
Ong of my ſexe, of place, and nature bad, 
Vas ſet in ambuſh to _ my youth, 

ty cla 


One in the habite of like frai d. 
One who the liu'ry of like weakenes had. 
A ſceming Matron, yet a ſinſull Monfter, 


As by her words the chaſter ſort may conſter. 
Shee ſet ypon mee with the ſmootheſt 


ſpeech 
That Court and age could cunningly Kulte | 
Th'one autentique, made her fit to teach, 
The other learnt her how to ſubteliſe. 
Both vere enough to circumuent the vviſe. 


A document that well may teach the ſage, 
That ther'sno truſt in youth, nor hope in age. 


Daughter (ſaid ſhee,) behold thy happy chaunce, 
That haſt the lot caſt downe into thy lap, 
VVhereby thou maiſt thy honor great aduaunce, 
Whilt thou (vnbappy) wilt not ſee thy hap : 

Such fond reſpect thy youth doth ſo inwrap, 

T'oppoſe thy ſelſe againſt thine own good fortune, 

That poiats thee out, & ſeemes thee to importune. 
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Dooſt thou not ſee, how that thy King (thy Zone, ) 
Lightens forth glory on thy darke eſtate : | 
And ſhowres downe gold and treaſure from aboue, 
VVhilſt thou dooſt hurtthy lap againſt thy fate? 
Fic fondling fie, thou wilt t too late 

The error of thy youth; that canſt not ſee 


V Yhat is the fortune that doth follow thee.  - 


Thou muſt not thinke thy flowre can alwaies floriſh, 
And that thy beautie will be ſtill admired : 

But that thoſe tayes which all theſe flames do nouriſh, 
d with Time, will haue theyr date expired, 
And men will ſcorne what nove is ſo deſired. 

Our frailties doome is written in the flowers, 
Which floriſh now, and fade ere many howers. 


Reade in my face the ruines of my youth, 

The wrack of yeeres vpon my aged brow, + 

I haue beene faire, ( 1 muſt confeſſe the truth,) 
And ſtoade vpon as nyce reſpes as thou; © 
1 loſt my time, and I repent it now. 


But were | to begin my youth againe, - 
1 would redeeme the time I ſpent in vaine. 4 
| 1 t 
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But thou haſt yeeres, and priuiledge to vic them, 
Thy priuiledge doth beare Beautics great ſcale; 
Belles, the law of nature doth excuſe them, 
To whom thy youth may haue a iuſt appeale. 


Eſtceme not Fame more then thou dooſt thy weale. 
Fame, (wherof F world ſeems to make ſuch choice,) 
Is but an Eccho, and an idle voyce. 


Then why ſhould this reſpe of honor bound vs, 

In th' imaginary liſts of reputation? 

Titles which cold ſeueritie hath found vs, 

Breath of the vulgar, foe to recreation: 

Mclancholies opinion, Cuſtomes relation ; 
Pleaſures plague, beauties ſcourge, hell tothe faire, 
To leaue the ſweet, for Caſtles in the ayre. 


Pleaſure is felt, opinion but conceau'd, 


Honour, a thing without vs, not our one: 


VVhercof we fee how many are bereau d, 
Which ſhould haue reap'd the glory they had ſowne. 
And many haue it, yet vnworthy, knowne. 
So breathes his blaſt thys many- headed beaſt, 
VVhercof che wiſeſt have eſtetmed lealt, 
* 
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The ſubtile Citty- women, better learned, 
Eſteeme them chaſt enough that beſt ſeeme ſo: 
Who though they ſport, it shall not be diſcerned, 
Their face an © not hat thcir bodics doe; 
Tis warie walking that dooth ſaſelieſt goe. 
With ſhew of verrue, as the cunning knowes, 
Babes are beguild with ſweets, & men with ſhowes. 


Thea vſe thy tallent, youth shall be thy warrant, 
And let not honour from thy ſports detract: 
Thou muſt not fondly thinke thy ſelſe tranſparent, 
That thoſe who ſee thy face can iudge thy fact, 
Let her baue shame that cannot cloſely act. 
And ſeeme the chaſt, which is the chiefeſt arte, 
ret what we ſeeme each ſee, none knowes our hart. 


The mighty, who can with ſuch ſinnes diſpence, 
In iced of ſhame doe honors great beſtow : 
A worthy author doth redeeme th'offence, 
and makes the ſcarelet ſinne as white as ſnow. 
The Maieſtie that doth deſcend ſo low, 
Is not defilde, but pure remaines therein, 
And being ſacred, ſancti ſies the ſin. 


What 
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What, dooſt thou Rand on this, that hee is olde? 
Thy beauty hath the more to worke vpon. _ 
Thy plcaſures want (hall be ſupply d with gold, 
Cold age dotes melt when heate of youth is gone: 
Enticing words preuaile with ſuch a one. 
Alluring ſhewes moſt deepe impreſſion ſtrikes, 
For age is prone to credite what it likes, 


Heere interupt, ſhee leaues mee in a doubr, 
VVhen loe began the combat in my blood, 
Sceing my youth inuirond round about, 
The'ground vncertaine where my reaſons ſtood ; 
Small my detence to make my party good, 
Againſt ſuch powers which were ſo ſurely layd, 
To oucr-throw a poore vnskilfull Mayd. 


Treaſon was in my bones, my ſelfe conſpiring, 
To ſell my ſclte wh ſt, — to ſin: 
Pure-bluſhing shame was cuen in retiri 
Leauing the ſacred hold it glori d in. 
Honor ho proſtrate for my fleſh to win, 

When cleaner thoughts my weakenes gan 
Againſt my ſelſe, and ſhame did force ads 
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THE COMPLAINT 
Ah Ros Au ON, what dooth thy fleſh prepare? 


Deſtruction to thy dayes, death to thy fame; 


Wilt thou betray that honor held with care, 
T' entombe with blacke reproch a ſpotted name, 


Leaving thy bluſh, the colours of thy ſhame. 


Opening thy feete to ſinne, thy ſoule to luſt, 
Gtaceleſſe to lay thy glory in the duſt. 


Nay, firſt let thicarth gape wide to ſwallow thee, 
And ſhut thee vp in boſome with her dead, 


Ere Serpent tempt thee taſte forbidden Tree, 


Or ferleahe warmth of an volawtull bed; 

Suffring thy ſelfe by luſt to be miſled ; 
So to diſgrace thy ſelfe and grieue thine heyres, 
That Chiffords race ſhould icorne thee one of theirs. 


Neuer wiſh longer to inioy the ayre, 


Then that thou breath'ſt the breath of chaſtitie: 


then thou preſcru'ſt thy ſoule as faire 
As is thy face, free from impuritic. | 
face, that makes th'admir'd in euery eye, 
ere Natures care ſuch rarities inroule, 


— 


Which vs d amiſſe, may ſetue to damne thy foule. 
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But what ? hee is my King, & may conſtraine mee, 
Whether I yceld or nor, I liue defamed. 
The world will thinke authority did gaine mee, 
| shall be iudg'd his Loue, and fo be ſhamed. 
We fee the faire condemn'd, that neuer gamed. 
And if I yeeld, tis honourableshame, 
If not, I liue diſgrac d, yet thought the ſame. 


What way is left thee then (vnhappy maide,) 
hereby thy ſpotleſſe foote, may wander out 
This dreadful} daunger, which thou ſeeſt is layd, 
Wherein thy shame dooth compaſle thee about? 
Thy ſimple yeeres cannot teſolue this doubt. 
Thy youth can neuer guide t hy ſoote fo euen, 
But (in deſpight) ſome ſcandale will be giuen. 


Thus ſtood I ballanc'd equally precize, 
Till my fraile fleſh did weigh me downe to ſin; 
Till world and plcaturc made me partialize, 
And glitterin my vanity did win. 
When — ara rr my luſt begin. 
And impious thoughts alledg d this wanton clauſe, 
That though 1 ſinn d, my ſiune had honeſt cauſe. 
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So well the golden balls caſt downe before me, 


Could entertaine my courſe, hinder my way : 
Whereat my retchleſſe youth ſtooping to 
Loſt me the gole, the glory, and 2 
Pleaſure had ſet my wel-ſchoold thoughts to play, 
And bade me vſe the vertue of mine eyes, 
For ſweetly it fits the fayre to wantoniſe. 


me, 


Thus wrought to ſin, ſoone was I traind from Court, 
Ta ſolitane Grange, there to attend | 
The time the King ſhould thither make reſort, 
Where he loues long-deſired worke ſhould end. 
T hither he daily meſſages doth fend, 

VVith coſtly Iewels (Orators of loue,) 

Which (ah too wel men know) doe women mouc. 


The day before the night of my defeature, 

Hee greets mee with a Casket riechly wrought, 

So rare, that arte did ſeeme to ſtriue with nature, 

T' expreſle the cunning work-mans curious thought; 

The miſtery whereof I prying ſought. 

And found cngrauen on the lidde aboue, 

Amymene, how shce with Neptune ſtroue. 
Amymone 
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Amymone, old Dana, faireſt Dau hter, 
As shee was fetching water all = 
At Lena whereas Neptwne came and caught her, 
From whom (hce ſtriu d and ſtrugled to be gone, 
Beating the ayre with o_ and pittious mone. 

But all in vaine, with him sh is forc'd to goe, 

Tis shame that men should vic poore maidens (0. 


There might ſce deſcribed how shee la 

at thoſe proude feete, not ſatiſ- fied with prayer: 

« Vayling her heawe hap, curſing the day, 
n act ſo pittious to expreſſe diſpaute. 

* by how much more grieu d, ſo much more faite. 
Her teares vpon her checkes (poore careful gerle,) 
Did ſeeme againſt the ſunne chriſtall and pearle. 


W hoſe pure cleer ſtreams, (which loe fo faire appeares,) 
VVrought hotter flames, (6 miracle of loue,) 
That kindles fire in water, heate in tearcs, 
And makes neglected beautie mightier proue, 
Teachin affe eyes affects to moue * 
To = that nothing ill becomes the faire, 
But crucity, which yeelds ynto no prayer, - : q ; 
= 
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This hauing viewd, & therewith ſomthing moued, 

Figured | finde within the other ſquares, 

Tranſ-formed Io, loves s dectely loued, 

In her affliction how hee ſtrangely fares. 

Strangely diſtreſs d. (õ beauty, borne to cares.) 
Turn'd to a Hatter, kept with iealous eyes, 
Alwaics in danger of her hate{ull ſpy es. 


Theſe preſidents preſented to my view, 
Whercia the preſage of my fall was ſhowne, 
Might have 1 me well what would enſue, 
And others harmes haue made me ſhun mine owne, 
But fate is not preuented, though tore-knowne. 

For that muſt hap, decreed by heauenly powers, 


Who worke our fall, yet make the fault ſtill ours. 


Wunsche world, wherein is nothing rifer, 
Then miſeries vnkend before they come: 
Who can the characters of chaunce diſcipher, 
Written in clowdes of our concealed dome? 
Which though perhaps haue been reueald to ſome, 
\ Yer tha ul, (as ſucceſſe did proue them,) 
rhat men muſt know they haue F heauens aboue FT 
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I aw the ſinne wherein my foote was entting, 

ſaw how that diſhonour did attend it, 

I aw the ſhame whereon my fleſli was ventting, 

Yet had I not the powre for to defend it. 

So weake is ſence when crror hath condemn'd it. 
We ſee what's good, and thereto we conſent, 
But yet we chooſe the worſt, and ſoone repent. 


And now I come to tell the worſt of ilnes, 

Now drawes the date of myne atfliction neere. 

Now when the darke had wrapt vp all in ſtilnes, 

And dreadful black had diſpoſleſs d the clcere, 

Com d was the Night, ( mother of ſleepe and feare; ) 
Who with her Sable-mantle friendly cours, 
The {weet-ſtolne ſports,of ioy full mecting Louers. 


When loe, I ioyd my Louer, not my Loue, 

And fele the hand of luſt moſt vndeſited: 

Enforc'd th vnprooued bitter ſweet to prove, 
Which yeelds no mutuall pleaſure when tis bired, 


Louc's not conſtrain d, nor yet of due —_— . 
ludge they who are vnfortunately wed, 
What us to come vnto a loathcd bed. A 
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But ſoone his age recciu'd his ſhort contenting, 
And ſlcepe ſeald vp his 1 deſires: 
VVhen he turnes to his reſt, I to repenting, 
Into my ſelte my waking thought retires : 
My nakednes had prou'd my ſences lyets. 
Now opned were mine e es to looke therein, 
For firſt we taſte the fruite, then (ce our ſin. 


Now did I finde my ſelie vnpatadis d, 

From thoſe pure fieldes of my ſo cleane beginning: 

Now I iu d how ill I was aduis d, 

My fleshe gan loathe the new - ſelt touch of ſinning. 

Shame leaues vs by degrees, not at firſt winning. 
For nature checks a new offence with lothing, 
But vſe of ſinne doth make it ſeeme as nothing. 


And vſe of ſinne did worke in me a boldacs, 
And loue in him, in tes ſuch zeale, 
That icaloſie increas'd with ages coldnes, 
Fearing to looſe the ioy of all his weale. 
Or doubting time his ſtealth might els reacale, 
H' is diiuen to deuiſe ſomeſubtile way, = 
How he might ſaſclieſſ keepe ſo ritch a pray. 
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OF ROSAMOND. 
A ſtately Pallace hee forth-with did builde, 


VVhoſe intricate innumerable waies, 

VVith ſuch confuſcd crrors ſo beguild 

Th'vnguided entrers with vncertaine ſtraies, 

And doubtfull turnings kept them in delayes, 
With bootleſſe labour leading them about, 
Able to find no way, nor in, nor out. 


V Vithin the cloſed boſome of which frame, 
That ſcru'd a Center to that goodly round: 
V Vere lodgings, with a Garden to the ſame, 


With ſweeteſt flowers that eu t adorn'd the ground. 


And all the pleaſures that delight hath found, 
Tentertaine the ſence of wanton eyes, | 
Fuell of loue, from hence luſts flames ariſe. 


Heere l enclos'd from all the world a ſander, 
The Minotaure of shame kept for diſyrace, 

The Monſter of Fortune, and the worlds wonder, 
Liu'd cloyſired in fo deſolate a caſe :_ 


None but the King might come into the place. 


VVich certaine Maydes that did attend my nced, 


And he himſelſe came guided by a duecd. 


61 


O 


4 


THE COMPLAINT 
O Iealouſie daughter of Enuy'and Loue, 


Moſt way- ward iſſue of a gentle Syer; 
Foſtred with feares, thy Fathers ioyes t improue, 
Myrth-marring Monſter, borne a ſubtile lyer; 


Hatefull vnto chy ſelfe, flying thine owne deſire: 
Feeding vpon ſuſpect that doth renue thee, 
Happy were Louers if they neuet knew thee. 


Thou haſt a thouſand gates thou entereſt by, 
Condemning trembling paſſions to our hart; 
Hundred eyed Argus, eucr-waking Spie, 
Pale Hagge, infernall Furie, pleaſures ſmart, _ 
Enuious Obſeruet, prying in euery part; 

Suſpicious, l, gazing {hill about thee, 

O would to God 2 could be without thee. 


Thou didſt depriue (through falſe ſuggeſting feare,) 
Him of coment, and mee of libertic : 
The onely good that women hold ſo deere, 
And turnſt my freedome to captiuitie, 
Firſt made a Friſoner, ere an enemy. 
Enioynd the raunſome of my bodies ſhame, / 
Which though l paid, could not tedecme * 
What 
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What greater torment euer could haue beene, 
Then to iaforce the faire to liue retir'd ? 
For what is beauty if it be not ſcene ? 

Or what is t to be ſeene, vnlefle admit d? 5 
And though admit d. vnleſſe in loue deſit d: | 
Neuer were checkes of Roſes, locks of Amber, 

Ordain'd to lyue impriſon d in a Chamber. 


Nature created beauty for the view, 

(Like as the fire for heate, the Sunne for light:) 

The faire doe hold this priuiledge as due 

By auncient Charter, to lyue moſt in fight, 

And shee that is deba d it, hath not right, 4 
In vaine our friends (in this) vſe theit debortipg, 
For beauty will be where is moſt reſorting, 


Witnes the faireſt ſtreets that I hames doth viſite, 
The wondrous concourſe of the glittcring Faire: 
For hat tare women deckt with beauty is it, 
That thether couets not to make repayre ? 
The ſolitary Country may not ſtay her. 
Heere is th e center of all beauties beſt, 
Excepting DEL 1 a, left , adorne the Welt. 
— G 2 Heere 
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Heere doth the curious with iudiciall eyes, 
. Contemplate beauty glorioully attired: 
And heerein all our chieſeſt glory lyes, 
To liue where we are prais'd and moſt deſited. 
O how we ioy to ſce our ſelues admired, 
Whilſt niggardly our fauours we diſcover, 
We loue to be belou d, yet ſcorne the Louer. 


Yet would to God my foote had neuer mou d 
From Countrey ſafetie, from the fields of teſt: 
To know the danger to be highly lou d, 
and lyue in pompe to braue among the beſt, 
Hapyy for mer, better had | been bleſt; 

I I vnluckily had neuer ſtraide, 
But liu'd at home a happy Country Maide. 


VVhoſe vnaffeted innocencie thinks 
No guilefull fraude, as doth the County liver : 
She's deckt with trueth, the River where shee drinks 
Doth ſerue her for her glaſſe, her counſell giuer: 
She loues ſincerely, and is loued euer. 

Her daies ate peace, and ſo she ends her breath, 


(True life that knowes not what's to dietil death L 
0 
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So ſhould I neuer haue beene regiſtred, 

In the blacke booke of the vnfortunate: 

Nor had my name enrold with Maydes milled, 

VVhich bought theyr pleaſures at ſo hie a rate. 

Nor had I taught (through my vahappy tate,) - 
This leſſon, (which my ſelſe learnt with expence,) 
How molt it that molt delights the ſence. 


Shame followes ſinne, diſgrace is duly giuen, 

Impietie will out, neuer ſo cloſcly done: 

No walls can hide vs from the eye of heauen, 

For shame muſt end w hat wickednes begun; 

Foorth breakes reproch when we leaſt thinke thereon. 
And this is euer propper vnto Counts, 


That nothing can be done, but Fame reports. 


Fame doth explore what lyes moſt ſecrete hidden, 
Entring the cloſer of the Pallace dweller: 
Abroade revealing what is moſt forbidden, 
Of truth and falſbood both an equal] teller. 
Tis not a guard can ſerue for to expell her. 
The ſword of iuſtice cannot cut her wings, 
Nor (top her mouth from vii ting ſectete things 
0 3 And 
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And this our ſtealth ſhee could not long conceale, 
From her whom ſuch a forfeit moſt concerned: 

- The wronged Queene, who could fo cloſely deale, 
That ſhee the whole of all our practiſe learned, 
And watcht a time when leaſt it was diſcerned, 

In abſence of the King, to wreake her wrong, 
With ſuch reuenge as shce deſired long. 


The Laberinth shee entred by that threed, 
That ſeru d a conduct to my abſent Lord, 
| Left there by chaunce, reſeru'd for ſuch a deed, 
VVhere shee ſurpriz'd mee whom $hee ſo abhord. 
Enrag d with madaes, ſcarce shee ſpeakes a word, 
But flyes with eager furie to my face, 
Offring mee moſt ynwomanly diſgrace. 


Looke how a Tygreſſe that hath loſt her whelpe, 
Runns fiercely ragin through the woods aſtray : 
And (cring her ſelfe depriu'd of hope or helpe, 
Furionſly-aſlaults what's in her way, 
To ſatiſ· ſie het wrath, (not for a pray; ) 

So fell shee on mee in outragious wiſe, 
As could diſdaine and icalouſic deuiſe. 


And 
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And after all her vile reproches vs d, 
Shee forſt mee take the poyſon hee had brought, 
Toend the lyfe that had her fo abus'd, 
And free her fearcs, and caſe her icalous thought. 
No cruelty her wrath would lcaue yowrought, 
No ſpightfull act that to reuenge is common 
(For no beaſt fiercer then a icalous woman.) 


| 

Heere take (Gith thee) thou impudent vneleane, 
Baſe — ſtrumpet, take this next your hart 
Your loue- ſick hart, that ouer . charg d hath — 
Wich pleaſures ſurfeite, mult be purg d with arte. 
This potion hath a that will conuart 

To nought thoſe humors that oppreſſe you ſo. 

And (Gerle,) Ile ſee you take it ere I goe. 


What ſtand yau now amaz'd, retire you back ? 
Tremble you ( minion ?) come dilpatch with ſpeed. 
There is no helpe, your Champion now you lack, 
And all theſe teares you ſhed will nothing ſteed; 
Thoſe dainty fingers necdes muſt doe 6 deed. 
Take it, or I will drench you cls by force, 
And rifle nor, leaſt that l vie you worle. 
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Hauing this bloody doome from hellish breath, 

My wofulleyes on cuery fide I caſt : 

Rigor about me, in my hand my death, 

Preſenting mee the horror of my laſt , 

All hope of pitty and of comfort paſt. 
No meanes, no powre,no forces to contend, 
My trembling hands muſt giue my ſelfe my end. 


Thoſe hands that beauties Miniſters had been, 
They muſt giue death that me adorn d of late, 
That mouth that newly gaue conſent to fin, 
Muſt nowe receiue d ion in thereat. 
That body which my luſt did violate, 
Mult ſacrifize it ſelſe t appeaſe the wrong. 
(So short is pleaſure, glory laſts not long.) 


And shee no ſooner aw I had it taken, 
But foorth shee rushes, (proude with victory, 
And leaues Malone, of all the world forſaken, 
Except of Death, which shee bad left with me. 
(Death and my ſelfe alone together be.) 

To whom shee did her full revenge refer. 

Ah poore weake conqueſt both for him and — 

Then 
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Then ves my Conſcience ſummons yp wy ſin, 
Tappeare before me, in a hidcous face, 
Now doth the terror of my ſoule begin, 
When eu'ry corner of that hatefull place 
Dectates mine error, and reucales diſgrace ; 
Whilſt I remaine oppreſt in cuery part, 
Death in my bodie, horror at my hart. 


Downe on my bed my lothſome ſelſe I caſt, 

The bed that likewiſe giues in euidence 

Againſt my ſoule. and tells I was vnchaſt, 

Tells 1 was wanton, tells I followed ſence. 

And therefore caſt, by guilt of mine offence, 
Muſt heere the right of heauen necdes ſatiſ/ fie. 
And where I wanton lay, muſt wretched dic. 


Heere I began to waile my hard miſhap, 
My ſuddaine, ſtrange ynlookt for miſery. 
Accuſing them that did my youth intrap. 
To 1 — me ſuch a fall of infamic. 
And poore diſtreſſed Ros au oN Do, (ſaid I,) 
Is this thy glory got, to die forlorne 
In Dezarts, where no care can heare thee morne ? 
Nor 
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to behold 
The wok lend of thy (ad traged 
But that thy wrongs vnſcene, wo yntold, 
Muſt heere in ſecrete ſilence buried lie. 
And with thee, thine excuſe together die. 
Thy ſin reucal'd, but thy tance hid, 
Thy ſhame aliug, but dead what thy death did. 


Yet breathe out to theſe walls the breath of mone, 
Tell th'ayre thy plaints, ſith men thou canſt not tell. 
And though — perrith deſolate alone, 
Tell yet thy ſelfe, * thy ſelſe knowes too well : 
Vtter thy griefe where-with thy ſoule doth ſwell, 
And let thy hart, pitty thy harts remorſe, 
And be — 2 — the Corſe. 


: 


Condole thee heere, clad all in black diſpaire, 
With ſilence onely, and a dying bed; 
Thou that 5 fo floriſhing, ſo fayre, 
Did live, admit d and honored : 
And now from ſriende, from ſuccour hether led, 
Art made a ſpoyle to luſt, to wrath, to death, 
> amr diſgrace, forſt here to yerld hy breath. 4 
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Did Nature (6 for thys) deliberate, 

To shew in = the glory of her beſt, 

Framing thine eye the ſtar of thy ill fare, 

And made thy face the foe to ſpoyle the reſt ? 

O Beautie, thou an enemy prof: 
To chaſtitie and vs that loue thee moſt, _ 
Without thee how ware loath'd, & W theeloſt? 


O you that proude with liberty and beautie. 

(And òõ may well be proude that you be ſo,) 

Glitter in Court, lou d and obſery d of dutie; 
O that I might to you but exe I goe 


Speake what I feele, to warne you by my woe, 
To keepe your feet in pure cleane pathes of ſhame, 
That no iaticing may diuert the ſame. 


See'n — agaiaſt your tender weak nes ſtill, 
The of wit, of gold, and all is bent; 
And all t — chat euer migbt or skill, 
Qn giue againſt a chaſte and cleane intent: 
Ah let not greatnes worke you to conſent. 
The ſpot is foule, though by a Monarch made, 
Kings cannot priuiledge a ſinne forbade. 


Lock 
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Lock vp therefore the treaſure of your loue, 
Vander the ſureſt keyes of feare and ſhame : 
and let no powres haue powre chaſt thoughts to moue 
To make a lawleſſe entry on your fame. 
Open to thoſe the comfort of your flame, 
VVhoſe equall loue hal martch with equal pace, 
In thoſe pure waics that leade to no diſgrace. 


For ſce how many diſcontented beds, 
Our owne aſpyring, or our Parents pride 
Haue caus d, whilſt that ambition vainely weds 
Wealth and not loue, honor and novght beſide : 
VVhilit married but to titles, we abide 
As wedded widdowes, wanting what we haue, 
When ſhadowes cannot giue ys what we craue. 


Or whilſt we ſpend the ficſheſt of our time, 


The ſweet of youth in plotting in the ayre 
Alas how oft wee fall, hop! — dime. 
Or wither as vnprofitably faire, 


Whilſt thoſe decayes which are without repayre, 


* 


Make vs neglected, ſcorned and reprou d. 
(And ò what are we, if we be not loud!) 
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Faſten therefore vpon occaſions fit, 
Leaſt this, or that, or like diſgrace as mine, 
Doe ouer- take your youth to ruine it, 
And clowde with intamic your beauties ſhine : 
Seeing how many ſccke to vndermine 

The treaſury that's vnpoſſeſt of any: 

And hard tis kept that is deſi᷑ d of many. 


And flye, (0 flye,) theſe Bed-brokers vncleane, 

(The Montters of our ſexe,) that make a pray 

Of theyr owne kind, by an vnkindly meane ; 

And cuen (like Vipers,) cating out a way 

Thorow th'wombe of their own shame, accurſed they 
Lyue by the death of Fame, the gaine of ſin, 
The filth of luſt, vacleancs wallowes in. 


O is it not enough that wee, (poore wee,) 
Haue weaknes, beauty, gold, and men our focs, 


But we muſt haue ſome of our ſelues to bee 
Traytors vnto our ſelues, to ioyne with thoſe ? 
Such as our feeble forces doc diſcloſe, 
And ſtill betray our cauſe, our ſhame, our youth, 
To luſt, to follic, and to mens vauruth? 
— Hateful 
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Hateſull confounders both of blood and lawes, 
Vilde Oraters of ſhame, that pleade delight: 
Vngracious Agents in a wicked cauſe, 
Factors for darknes, meſſengers of night, 
ts of guile, diuels, that doc inuite 
The wanton taſte of that forbidden tree, 


vrhoſe fruit once pluckt, will he how foule we be. 


You inthe habite of a grave aſpect, 
(ln credite by the truſt of yeeres, ) can ſhoe 
The cunning wayes of luſt, and can direct 
The fayre and wilic wantons how to goe : 
Having (your lothſome (clues) your youth ſpent ſo. 
And in vncleanes, cucr haue beene fed, 
By the reuenue of a wanton bed. 


you, haue beene the innocent . 


| = ix bluſhing fearefull boldned vnto ſin, 

The wife made ſubtile, ſabtile made the mayd, 

The husband Corn d, diſhonored the kin: 

Parents difgrac d. children infamous been. 
Confus d our race, and falſi- ſied our blood, 
Whülſt fathers ſoanes, poſſeſs wrong Fathers = 

' This 
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This, and much more, I would haue vttred then, 
A teſtament to be recorded ſtill, 
Signd with my blood, ſubſcrib d with Conſcience pen, 
To warne the fairc and beautitull from ill, 
And © | wish (by th example of my will,) 
I had not left this fin vnto the fayre, 
But dyde inteſtat to haue had no heire. 


But now, the poyſon ſpred through all my vaines, 
Gan diſpoſſeile my living ſences quite: 4 
And naught teſpedt ing Death, (the laſt of pain,) 
Plac'd his pale colours, (th enſigne of his might.) 
pon his new - got ſpoyle before his right; 
Thence chac d my ſoule, ſetting my day ere noone, 
W'ben [leaſt thought my ioyes could end ſo ſoonc. 


And as conuaid rentimely ſunetalles, 2. 


My ſcarce cold corſe not ſuffred longer ſtay, 

Behold, the King (by chaunce) returning, ſalles 

T' jincounter with the fame vpon the way, 

As he repaird to ſee his deereſt ioy. 8 
Not thinking ſuch a mecting could haue beene, 
To fee his Louc, and ſeeing e yniſcene. 
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ludge thoſe whs chance deptiues of ſweeteſt treaſure, 

V'Vhat tis to loſe a thing we hold ſo deere: 

The beſt delight, herein our ſoule takes pleaſure, 

The ſweet of life that penetrates ſo ncere. 

VV hat paſlions feeles that bart, inforc'd to beare 
The dcepe impreſſion of ſo ſtrange a ſight ? 
Tongue, pen, nor arte can neuer shew aright. 


Ama d hee ſtands, not yoyce nor body ſtcares, 
Worgs had no pallage, teares no iſſue found, 

Fot. ſorrow shut vp words, wrath kept in teares, 
Conſug d aſſects each other doe confound : 

d with grieſe, his paſſions had no bound. 
wing to tell his woes, words would not come 


For light cares ſpeak, whe mighty griefs aredombe. 


| Ricogh, extreamitic breakes out a way, 

Through I th'impriſoned voice with teares attended, 
VVailes out a ſound that ſorrowes doe bewray, 
VVith armesa-crofle, and eyes to heauen bended, 


Vaporing out ſighes that to the skyes aſcended. 
Sighes, (the — eaſe — affoords,) | 
Which ſerue for ſpeech whe ſorrow wanteth words. 


* m——_— 


why doe mine 
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blacke eternall darknes hide, 
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What ſaw my life, wherein my ſoule might ioy, 
— — my dayes, whom troubles ſtil aftlifted, 
t to counterpoize annoy ? 
This ioy, this , which Death hath interdifted ; 
This ſweet, whoſe loſſe hath all diſtteſſe infliaed. 
This, that did ſeaſon all my ſowre of lite, 
Vert ſtill at bome with broyles, abroad in ſuiſe 


Vext ſtil at home with broyles, abroad in ftriſe; 
Diſſention in my blood, iarres in my bed: 
— boord, ſuſpecting ſtill my life, 

2332 1 d ayesin dread ; 
Cech yrants, and this life I led.) 

Theſe miſe ies goe mask d in glittering ſhowes, 
Which wiſe men ſee, the vulgar little knowes. 
7. H 1 1 hus 


— 


THE COMPLAINT Ko 


Thus as theſe paſſions doe him oucr-whelme, 

Hee drawes him neere my body to behold it. 

And as the Vine married vnto the Elme 

With ſtrict imbraces, ſo doth hee infold it. 

And as he in his carefull armes doth hold it, 
Viewing the face that euen death commends, 
On ſenceleſſe lips, millions of kiſſes ſpends. 


Pittifull mouth (faith hee) that lyuing gaueſt 

The ſweeteſt comfort that my ſoule could wiſh : 

O be it lawfull now, that dead thou haueſt, 

This ſorrowing fate- well of a dying kiſle. 

And you faire eyes, containers of my bliſſe, 
Motiues of loue, borne to be matched neuer, 
Entomb'd in your ſweet circles ſleepe for euer. 


Ah how me thinks I ſee Death dallying ſeekes, 
To entertaine it ſelfe in Loues ſweet place; 
Decayed Roſes of diſcolloured checkes, 
Doe yet retaine deere notes of former grace : 
And iglie Death ſits faire within her face; 
Sweet remnants reſting of vermillion Red, 
That Death it ſelfe doubts whether (hee be dead. 
Wonder 


OF ROSAMOND. 


Wonder of beauty, oh teceiue theſe 

Theſe yon rm ren Be 
For loc, mi ſoule that now alrcady faint, 

(That lou d thee liuing, dead will not forfake thee,) 
Haſtens her (j courſe to ouer- take thee. 
j th, and free my ſelfe thereby, 


For (ah) what can bee doe that cannot dic ? 
Tet ere I die, thus much my ſoule doth yow, 
R ſhall ſweeten death with eaſe of minde 2 
And 1 will cauſc poſteritic ſhall know, 


How faire thou wert aboue all women kind. 
And after- ages Monuments ſhall find, 


Shewing thy beauties title, not thy name, 
Roſe of the world that ſwecerned ſo the ſame. 


This ſaid, though more deſirous yet to fay, 
(For ſorrow is —_— to gi 2 
Hee doth repreſſe hat gtieſe w bewray, 
Leaſt hee too much his pailions ſhould diſcoucr. 
And yet reſpect ſcarce bridles ſuch a Louer. 
So farre tranſported that he knew not whither, 
For Loue and Mail wel ll ognde. vo" 
2 Then 
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Then were may fancralls not long deferred, © : 
But done wuhall the rites poinpe couid . 
At God/Tow, where wy body w intetred. 

And ritchly tomb d in honourable mie, | 
Where yet as now ſcarce any note deſcriey' © 4 
| Vuto theſe times, the memory oſ mee, . 
Marble and Braſſe fo lde laſung ber. 


wy, ; 


For thoſe walls which the aedulons deuout, g 
Andapt-bchevingi did found = 
With willing zeate; that neuer caltd in doubt, 
hat time theyr works ſhould euer ſo confound, } 
ye like confuſed heapes as vnder- ground. 

And wharttheyr — d footy, 

The wiſer ages doc arcouant as follic. - 


And were it not thy fauourable lynes, 
. y derayes, 
And chat thy accent willingly aſeignes, 
———— 
EF in this age had knowne my beauties prayſe. 
But thus tencwd. my fame redeemes ſome time, 
{ . . 


| Then 


OF ROSAMOND. 


Then when confuſion in her courſe shall bring, 
Sad deſolation on the times to come: 
When mirth-leſſe Thames hal haue no Swan to { ing, 
All Muſique ſilent, and the Muſes dombe. 
And yet cuen then it mult be knowne to ſome, 
That once they floriſht, though not cheriſht ſo, 
And Thames Swannes as well as euer Po. 


But heere an end, I may no longer ſtay thee, 

I muſt returne t attend at Srrgian flogd : 

Yer ere I goe, this one word more I pray thee, 

Tell DEL 1 4, nowe her ſigh may doe mee 

And will her note the frailtic of our blood. 
And if I paſſe vnto thoſe happy banks, 


The she — haue her pra * pen her thanks. 


do vanquiſht shee, and left mee to returne, 
To proſecute the tenor of my woes: 
emal matter for my Muſe to Mourne, 
But (ah) the world hach heard too much of choſe, 
My outh ſuch errors muſt no more diſcloſe. 
e hide the teſt, and grieue for hat hath beene, 
— known, muſt make me liue vnſeene. 
FINIS. 
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* To the Right Honovrable, the 


Lady Marie, Counteſſe of 


PAMBROOKE. 


O E beere the worke the which ſhe did impoſe, 
Who onely doth predominate my Mute : 
The ſtarre of wonder, which my labours choſe 
To guide their way in all the courle | vſe. 
Shee, whoſe cleere brightnes doth alone infuſe. 
Strength to my thoughts, and makes mec what Iam ; 
Call'd vp my ſpirits — out their low tepoſe, 
To ling of ſtate, and tragick notes to fame. 


I, who (contented with an humble ſong.) 

Made muſique to my ſelſe that pleas d mee beſt, 
And onely told of DEL f A, and her wrong, 

And prais d her eq es, and plain d mine owne vnreſt: 
(A text from whence my Muſe had not degreſt) 
Madam, had not thy well grac'd Anthony, 

(Who all alone hating remained long,) 


Requit d his Cleopatra company. 
Who 


. 


Te the Counteſſe 


. Who if ſhee heere doe ſo appeare in act, 
That for his Queene & Loue be ſcarce wil know her, 
Finding how much shee of her ſelfe hath lackt, 
And miſt chat glory wherein I ſhould ſhew her, 
In maicſtic debas d, in courage lower 
Yet lightning thou by thy ſweet fauouring eyes, 
My darke deſect which from her ſp rit detract, 
Hee yet may geſſe it's ſlice; which will ſuffiſe. 


And I heereafter, in another kinde, 
More fitting to the nature of my vaine, 
May (peraduenture) better pleaſe thy minde, 
And higher notes in ſweeter muſique ftraine ; 
Seeing that thou ſo graciouſly dooſt daine, 
To countenaunce my ſong and cheriſh mee. 

I muſt fo worke poſterity may finde 
How much l did contend to honour thee. 


Now when ſo many pennes (like Speares) are charg d, 
— chace away this —_ of the North - b 
Groſs Barbariſm, whole powre growne far inlarp'd, 
Was a re — worth, , 
Firſt found, encountred, and pronoked forth : 
Whoſe onſet made the reſt audacious, 
Whereby they likewiſc haue ſo well diſcharg d, 
Vpoa that hidious Beaft incroching thus. 


And 


of Pembrooke. 
7 pa I haue, 
Reſiſt fo ſoule a foe in hat l 5 
And arme abliuzon and e gaue, 
That cls in darłnes carries all away, 
— + 
So that if by my penne procure I 
But to defend mee, and my name to ſaue, 
Then though I dic, I cannot yet die all; 


Bur ſtill the better part af me will live, - 

Deckt and adorned with thy ſacred name, 

Although n farre more glory giue 
Vnto thy ſelfe, then I can by the ſame, 

Who dooſt with thine oe hand a Bulwarke frame 
Againſt theſe Monſters, (enemits of bonour,) 
VVlich cucr-more ſhall ſo defend thy Fame, 

That Time nor they, (hall never pray vpon her. 


Thoſe H | that thou dooſt conſecrate to heauen, 
Which Jraeli Singer to his God did frame : 

Vnto thy voyce eternitie hath giuen, 

And makes thee deere to him frõ whence they came. 
In them — reſt thy euer reuerent name, 


So lon Go Þ remaineth honoured; 
And till contuſjon hath all zeale be-rcauen, 
And murnhered Fayth, and Temples ruined. 


by 
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By this, (Great Lady,) thou muſt then be knowne, 
VVhen , iltas lyeslow loudV'dwich the ground : 
And this ia that which thou mait call thine one, 
VVhich facriligious time cannot confound ; | 
Heere thou ſurwig'ſt thy ſelfe, heere thou an found 


Of late crete ſreſh in fame: 
This Monument cannot be oer · throw ne, 


Where, in eternall Braſſe remaines thy Name. 


> —— — — — 
. . * 2 


O chat the Ocean did not bound ous ſtile 

VVithin theſe ſtric and narrow limmirs ſo: 

But that the of our ſweer Ile, 

Might now be heard to Tyber, u, and Pa, 
That they might know how far Thames dorh out- 
The muſique of Italie: 

And liſtaing to our ſongs another while, 

Might leame of thee, their notes to puriſie. 


O why mey tot ſome aſtey—comming hand, 
Vnlock theſe limits, open our confines 1 + 


And breake a ſunder this im ng band, 
'T"in'arge our fpirits, and publiſh our diſſignes, ' 
Planting our Roſes on the * 

And teach to Rhee, to Lore, and Rh, 
Our accents, and the wonders of out Land, 


That they might all admireand honour vs. 


VVhereby 
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Wher tSYDNEY & our SPENCER might, 
org toad ers beeing equalled, migh 
Enchaunt the world wich ſuch a ſweet delight, 

That theyr eternall ſongs (for euer read,) 

May ſhew what great E LIE AS taigue hath bred, 
VVhat muſique in the kingdome of peace, 

Hath now beene made to her, and by her night, 

VY hereby her glorious fame ſhall neuer cealc. 


But if that Fortune doth deny vs this, 

Then Neptune, lock vp with thy Ocean key, 
This treaſure to our ſelues, and ſer them miſſe 
Ot fo ſweet ritches : as vnworthy they 

To taſte the great delights that we inioy. 

And let our harmony ſo pleaſing growne, 
Content our ſelues, whoſe errour euer is, 
Strange notes to like, and diſeſteeme our owne. 


But, whither doe my vowes tranſport me now, 
Vichout the compaſſe of my courſe inioynd ? 
Alas, what honour can a voyce ſo low 

As this of mine, expect heereby to find? 

Put, (Madam, ) this doth animate my mind, 

That fauored by the Worthyes of our Land, 

My lynes are lik d; the which may make me grow, 
lu time to tale a greater taske in hand. 
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EFter the death of Antonius, 
Cleopatra ( hiuing ſtill in the 
: < > Honument ſhee bad cauſed to 
U 22 J be built,) could not by any means 
” = be drawne forth, although Octa- 
uius Cæſar verie earneſtly laboured it & ſent 
Proculeius to vſe all diligence to bring her vnto 
him : For that hee — ut woulde be a great 
ornament to his T ryumphes , 0 get her aliue to 
Rome, But neuer Woulde thee put herſelfe into 
the bands of Proculcius, al:ongh on a tume he 
found the meanes, (by a Window t hat Was at the 
top of the Monument,) to come downe vnto 


ber where hee perſwaded her (all hee might ) to 
Jeeld 


THE ARGV MENT, 


yeeld herſelfe to Cæſars mercie. I buch ſhee, (to 
be ridd of him,) cunningly ſeemed to grant unto, 
eAſfter that, Octauius in perſon went to wiſite 
her, to whom ſhee excns'd her offence, laymg all 
the fault vpen the greatnes, and feare ſhee had of 
Antonius, and wut hall, ſeemed verie tractable, 
and willing to be diſpoſed of by him. 
Vhere-ypon, Oftauius ( thinking himſelfe 
ſave ) reſolu'd preſently to ſend her away to Rome, 
IWhereof, Dolabella a fauorite of Cæſars, ( and 
one that was grown into ſome good liking of her, 
haning certified ber, (bee makes her humble peti- 
con to de! that he would ſuffer ber to fri 
ror of Antonius: which being gran 
le, ke Was brought wnto 2 
where after her rites performed, ſee returned to 
the Monument, and there dmed, With great 
wagnificence. And in dinner time, came there 
ane in the habite of a Countriman, with a basket. 
of figgs vnto her, Who ( unſuſpetted ) was ſuffe- 
red to carry them in. Aud m that basket (among 
the fi-ges) were conuard the eAſpicks where- 
wub abee diaſherſelſe to dearth. Dinner beems 
r ende d, 


THE ARGUMENT. 


* , ſheg diſpatehed Letters to Cæſar, contay- 
ring great lamzbeations : With an earneſt ſuppli- 
might be entomb'd With Anto- 


nius. Here vpe 1, Cæſar knowing What ſhe in- 


tended oe ent pr 159 With all ſpeed, meſſengers to 
haue — er death, Which not unit, an- 
ame, . Was difparched, 


Ceſario ber nne, which ſhee had by Iulius 
Cæſar, ( conuated before vnto India, our of the 
danger of the warrt,) Was about the ſame time 
of or death, blen at Rhodes trained 
ther her by the falſhood of hrs T utor,corrupted by 
Cæſar. 7 fo heereby, came the race of he 
Ptolomies to be wholy extmtt, & the floriſhing 
ritch King dome of Egipt witerly ouer-throwne 
and ſubdued, 
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Ro Dbox. Tutor to CXASA RIO. 
NyvNT1vs. 


The Cttonys. all Egiptians. 


Acres. 


2 N 
TE: 9 5 


ACTVS PRIMVS. 


CIEOPATRA. 


E T doe l liue, and yet doth breath poſlcile 
This hatefull priſon of a loathſome ſoule: 
Can no calamine, nor nodiltrellc 
Brea ke hart and all, and end a lite fo foule ? 
Can Cleopatra live, and with theſe 

Behold the deereſt ot her life berctt her? 
Ah, can ſhee entertaine the leaſt furmiſe 
Of any hope, that hath but horror left her ? 
Why ſhould I linger longer grietes to try ? 
Theſe eyes that fawe what honor carth could giue mee, 
Doc now bchold the worſt of mitcry : 
The grtateſt wrack wherto Fortune could driue u. ec. 
Hee on whole ſhoulders all my rctt telyde, 


On whom the burthen of my ambition lay: 


12 The 
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The 4tl and the Champion of my pride, 
That did the world of my whole fortune ſway , 

Lyes fulne, confounded, dead in ſhame and dolors, 
Following th'vnlucky party of my loue. _ 

Th' Enſigne of mine go, th'vnhappy collours, 
That him to miſchicfe, mee to ruine dtoue. 

And now the modell made of miſery, 

Scorne to the world, borne but for Fortunes ſoile, 
My luſts haue fram'd a Tombe for mee to lie, 

Euen in the aſhes of my Countries ſpoyle. 

Ah, who would think that I were ſhee who late, 
Clad with the glory of the worlds chiefe ritches, 
Admir'd of all the carth, and wondred at, 

Glittring in pompe chat bart and eye bewitches : 
Should thus diſtreſ d, caſt down from of that heigth 
LeuelV'd with low diſgrac d calamitie, 17 
Vnder the waight of ſuch affliction ſigh, 

Reduc'd vnto th'extreameſt miſery. 

Am l the woman, whoſe inuentiue pride, 

(Adorn'd like Ju.) ſcornd moraliye ? 

It I that left my ſence ſo withogt guide, 

That flattery would not let him know twWas 1 

Ah, now 1 ſee, they ſcarce tell truth, that praiſe vs, - 
Crowne are beguild, proſperity betraics vs. 


VVhat 


OF CLEOPATRA. 


What is become of all chat flatelie traine, 

Thoſe that wont attend proſperitic ? 

dee what isleft, what number doth remaine, 

A tombe, two maydes, and miſerable I. 

And I t adorne their tryumphes, am reſeru d 

A captiue to beautific their ſpoyles: 

VVhom c labours, fo to haue preſeru d, : 

And ſcekes to entertaine my life with wiles. 

No Ceſar no, it is not thou canſt doe it. 

promiſe, flatter, threaten extreamitie, 

Imploy thy wits, and all thy force vnto it, 

haue both hands, and will, and J can dic. 

Though thou of — kingdom, & my Crowne, 

Though thou of all my glory doſt bereaue me, 

Though thou haſt all my Fgipt as thine owne, 

Tet hait thou left me — which will deceiue thee. 

That courage with my blood and birth innated, 

Admir'd of all the carth, as thou art now : 

Cannot by threates be vulgarly abated, 

To be thy ſlaue, that rul d as good as chou. 

Conſider Ceſar that I am a Queene, 

And ſcorne the baſenes of a ſcruile thought: 

The world and thou, doſt know what I haut beene, 

ind neuer thinke I can be ſo low brought. 
I: 3 T hat 
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That nente GoulſTer my ſcepter-bearing hands, 
Bchinde mee bouride, and glory in my teares. 
That l ſhould paſſe, whereas O Rands 

To view my miſery. that purchaſt hers. 

No, I diſdaine that head that wore a Crowne, 
Should ſtoope to take vp that which others giue: 
I muſt not be, vnleſſe I be mine owne. 

Tis ſweet to die when we are ſorſt to liue. 

Nor had I troubled now the world thus long, 
And beene indebted for this little breath, 

But that I feare, Car would offer wrong 

To my diſtreſſed feede aſter my death. 

Tis that which dooth my deereſt blood controule. 
Tis that (alas) detaines mee from my Tombe, 
Whilſt Nature brings to contradict my ſoule, 

The argument of mine vnhappy wombe. . 
O luckleſſe iſſue of a wofull Mother, 


Th' vngodly pledges of a wanton bed 
You Kings deſign d,. muſt now be laves to other, 


Or els not bee (1 feare) when I am dead. 

lt is for you 1 temporiſe with Ceſar, 

And liue this while for to procure your ſaſetie. 
For you I faynecontent, and ſoothe his pleaſure, 
Calamitie heerein bath made me crafty. 
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But tis not long, Ile ſee what may be done, 
And come what will, this ſtands, I muſt die free. 
lle be my ſelfe, my hts doe reſt thereon, 
Blood, chyldren, nature, all muſt pardon mee. 
My ſoule yeelds honour vp the victory, 
and muſt bee a Queene, forget a mother: 
Jet mother would I be, were I not I, 
And Queene would I not now be, were I other. 

But what know I, if th'beauens haue decreed, 
And that the ſinnes of Egipt haue deſeru d, 
The Prolomeyes ſhould faile, and none ſucceed, 
And that my weakenes was thereto reſeru d. 
That I ſhould bring coafuſion to my ſtate, 
And fill the meaſure of iniquitie : 
Licentiouſnes in mee should end her date, 
—_ in ill-diſpcaled libertie. 
f ſo it be, and that my heodles waics, 
Have this ſo a diſſolation rais'd, 
= let a glonous end conclude m y dayes, 

ough life were bad, my — * may yet be prais d 


— 


. I may write in letters of my blood, 

A fit memoriall tor the times to come: 

To be example to ſuch Princes good 

That 2 and cate not what become. 
14 And 
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Aad Anthony, becauſe the world doth know, 
That my miſ· fortune hath procured thine, 
And my improuidence brought thee folow, 
To loſe thy glory, and to ruine mine: f 
By gra ling in the Ocean of our pride, 
To ale cach others — —— ether, 
Both equall ſhipwrack of our ſtates t abide, 
And like deſtruction to procure to eyther: | 
If I ſhould now — common faulte) ſutuiue, 
Then all the world muſt hate mee if I doc it, 
Sich both our errors did occaſion giue, 
And both our faults haue brought vs both vnto ir. 
I becing firſt inamout d with thy greatnes, 
Thou with my vanity bewitched wholy : 
And both berrayd with th'outward pleaſant ſweetnes, 
The one ambition { , th'other folly. - 
For which, thou haſt already duly pad. 
The ſtatute of thy errors deareſt forfeit : ? 
VVhereby thy poten credite was decayd, 
Procut d tos dy thy wanton deadly ſurſeit. 
And next is my turne, now to ſacnifize | 
To Death, and thee, the life that doth reproue mee, 
Our l. ke diſtreſſe I feele doth sympathize, 20 
And euen affliction makes me truly loue thee. 5 . 
ae ; VV 1. 
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VV hich Anthony, (I unuſt conſeſle my fault,) 

I never did ſincerely vntill now ; 

Now l proteſt I doe, now am taught, 

In death to loue, in — kaew not how. 

For whilſt m in that greatnes ſtood, | 

And that 1 — and knew my beauty, ( 

Saw how the world admir'd mee, how they woode, 

chen thought all men, muſt loue me of dutie, 

And 1 loge none: for my laſciuious Count, 

(Fertile in cuer-frefh and new-choyce pleafure,) < 

A ffoorded meſo bountiful diſport, 

That i to thinke on loue had neuer leyſare. 

My vagabond deſites no limits found, 

For luſt is endleſſe, pleaſure hath no bound. 
Thou, comming from the ſtrictnes of thy City, 
The wantoa/pompe of Courts yet neuer learacdit-: 
Inur'd to warts, in womans wiles rawirtie, 

Whilſt others fayn d, thou fcll'ſt ro loue in earneſt. 
Not knowing women like thern beſt that houer, 
And make leaſt reckning of a doting Louer. 

And yet thou eam ſt but in my beaurics waine, 

When new-appeating wrinkles of declining, 

Wrought with the hand of yeeres. ſ em d to detaine 

My graces light, as now but dimly ſluning. 


Euen 


THE TRAGEDIYE 
Euen in the confines of mine age, when l 


Fayling of what I was, and was but thus: 


VVhen ſuch as wee, doc deeme in iealoſie 

That men loue for them ſelues, and not for ys. 
Then, and butthus, thou didſt loue moſt ſincerely, 
(O Anthem, ) that beſt deſeru'dſt it better 

Thys Antumne of my beauty bought ſo dcerely, 
For which (in — death) I ſtand thy debter. 
VVhich1 will pay thee with moſt Faithfull zeale, 


And that ere long, no Ceſar ſhall detaine me ; 


My deatb, my loue and courage ſhall reueale, 

which is al the world bath left t vnſtaine me. 
And to the end | may deceiue beſt, Car, 

Who dooth fo eagerly my life importune, 

I muſt le mee of this little leiſure, 

Seeming to ſute my minde vnto my 

Whereby I may the better mee prouide, 

Of what my death and honor beſt ſhall fir ; 

A ſeeming baſe content, muſt warie hide 5 

My laſt diſſeigꝑne, till | accompliſh it. 
That heereby yet the world ſhall ſee that I, 
Although vnwiſe to liue, had wit to die. 
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I Ehold what Furies fill 

Torment their tortur d breft, 
Who by their domg il, 6 4 
ll aue wrousht the wor lds Gmre#F. 
M hich when bemg moi dfireft, 
Tet mere to hexe their p rot, 
T he hidious face of /a ne, 
{ In formes they — deteft ) 
Stands euer in their ſight. - 
Their Conf: rence full wit hun, 
Theternall larum , 


T hat ewer-barkmy dog that calls Gppon theyr mi. 


No meancs ar all to hide 
Man from hunſelfe can finde: 


No way to fart 
. Our the hell of mand. 


But m hamnſelfe confin'd, 


. 
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The which n euer. more, 

The ſure ard certaie gaune 

Impictue doth get, 


And wanton looſe reſpe, that dooth ut ſclfe forget. * 


And CLEOPATRA mow, 
Well ſees the dangerous w 
Shee tooke, and car d not bow, 
Which led her te decay. 

And likewiſe mates d pay 
Fer her diſordred buiF, 
Th mt reit of our blood : 
Or liue 4 ſeruile pray, 
Vier a band $niu#?, 
As others ſhall rhinke good. 


T his hath her riot wonne, 
And thus pee hath ker flate, her ſelfe and ds v 


Now 


mouth can tell, 


What cloſe was muttered : 

How that fhee did net well, 

To take the courſe ſbee did. 
For now is nothing bud, 


— 
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Of what feare did reftraine. 

No ſecrete cloſely done, 

Burt now wvrreren — — 
T he text a made mort plame 

That flattry los d vpn, 

T he bed of ſone rexeal d, 

And ol th luxaric that fame would have conceal 4. 


T be ſceme 5 br oben downe, 
And all vneou'rtd byes, 

T he purpie Actors bnowne 
Scarce men, whom men deſpiſe. 
The compi of the wee, 

Proue imperfections ſmoke : 

And all what wonder gau 

Te pleaſure-gaz my Hes, 

Lyes — daſht, all broke. 

T haw much begusled hue 

Poore Pnconſider at wights, 

I beſe moment 4ry plesſmr es, fipitiue delights. 


ACTyYsS 


N 
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ACTVS SECVNDYVS. 


CASAR. PROCYLELYS. 


K Ingdoms I ſee we winne, we conquere Climates, 
| vet cannot vanquiſh haris, not force obedience, 

A Aﬀections kept in cloſe-concealed limits, 
Stand faire without the reach of ſword or violence. 
Who forc'd doe A * N pay not loue 

Free is the hart, le of the minde, 

The Sanctuarie ſacred * each aboue, 
Where nature — 5 keyes that looſe and bind. 
No mortall hand open can chat doore, 
So cloſe shut vp, and lockt to all mankind: 
I ſee mens bodies oacly ours, no more, 
The reſt, anothers right, that rules the minde. 

Bchbld, my forces vanquiſht haue this Land, 

Subdu'de that ſtrong Competitor of mine: 
All Egipt yeclds to my all-conqueri ng hand, 
And all theyr treaſure and themſelues reſigne. 
Onely this Queene, that hath loſt all this all, 


To whom is e left except a minde : 
Cannot into a thought of yeclding fall, 


To 


8 N 
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To be diſpos d as chaunce hath her aſsigu d. 
But'Procules, what bope doth thee now giue, * 

Will ſhee be — io hue? 

Proc. My Lotd, what time ſent from you to try, 

To win her foorth aliue, (if that Lmight) 

From out the Monument, where wofully 

Shce liues inclos d in moſt afflicted plight, 

No way Lfound, no meanes how to furprizher, 

But through a Grate at th'cntry of the place, 

Standing ta treate, I labour d to aduiſe her, 

To come to Ceſar, and to ſuc for grace, 

Shee ſaide, ſhee crau d not life, but trauc to dic, 

Yer for her children , prayd they mightinherne, 

That Cæſar would ſate (in demency,) 

To pitty _ Thee deſeru d no menite. 

So leauing her for then; and lince of late, 

Wich Gallas ſent to try another time, 

The whilſt hee entertaines her at the grate, 

found the mcanes vp to the Tombe to climbe. | 

Where in diſcendtog in the cloſeſt wiſe, 

And ſilent manner as I could contriue : 

Her woman mee Jde'cri'd, and out thee cryes, - 7 

Poore Cleoparre, thou att tane aliue. 

Wuh that the Queene taught fro her (ide her knifk, 

| And 
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And euen in acte to flab her martred bveſt. 
with ſpced, and held, and 1au'd her life, 
And forth her trembling hand che blade Yid vteſt. 
Ah Clenpatra, why honold'th thou % 1 
Both iniurſe thy ſelſe and Ca ae 
Barre him the honour of his *; 
V Vho euer deales moſt mi with bis ber 
Liur and relye on him, w will 
To thy ſubmiſdon alwaics ready. be. * 

Wirz that (as all amaa d) ſhee held her ſl, 
Twixt maicftic confas'd and miſcrie- - | 
H d cyes, held ſorrow and diſdaine, 
State auu diſtreſſe warring within her ſoule: 
Dying ambition diſpoſſeſt her raigne, : 
Seobaſe affliction ſermed to controule. | 
Like as a burning Lampe, whote fiquer ſpent 
With intermitted flames, when dead you decme it, 
Sendes foorth a dying flaſh, as diſcontent, 
That ſo the matter falle that ſhould redeeme it. 
So ſhee (in ſpight) ia ſer het lo- brought flate,, 
(When all her hiopes were now conſum d to nought, ) 
Scor nes — to make an abiect league with Fate, 
Or once diſcend into a ſeruite thought. 


La imperious * v nuſed to deleech, 
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Authority confounds with prayers, ſo | 
Words of commaund — 5 ich humble ſpeech, 
Shew d ſhee would liue, yet {corn'd to pray her foe. 
Ab, what hath Cæſar heere to doc, laid (hee, 
In confines of the dead in darknes liuing ? 
Will hee not graunt our Sepulchers be tree, 
But violate the priuiledge ot dying? | 
What, muſt hee ſtretch forth his ambit ous hand 
Into the right of Death, and force ys heere ? 
Hath miſery no couert where to ſtand | 
Free from the ſtorme of pryde aſt ſafe no Where? 
Cannot my land, my gold, my Crowne ſuffiſe, 
And all hat I held deere, to him made common, 
But that he muſt in this ſort tirannize, 
afflicted of an wofull woman ? 
Tell him, my frailty, and the Gods baue giuen, 
Sufficient glory, if hee could content him: 
And let him now with his deſues make cuen, 
And leaue mee to this horror, to lamenting. 
Now hee hath taken all away from mee, 
What muſt hee take mee from my ſelſe by force } 
Ah, let him yet (in mercie) leaue mee free 
The kingdom of this poore diſtreſſed corte. 
No other crowne I ſecke, no other good. 
K 1 Yet 
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Yet wiſh that c would vouchſaſe this 

To tauour the —— of my . 
Confuſed iſſue, yet of Roman race. 

If blood and name be linkes of loue in Princes, 
Not ſputres ot hate; my poore Ceſare may 
Finde fauour notwithſtanding mune offences, 
And Caſars blood, may Cœſars raging (tay. 

But if that with the torrent of my fall, 
All muſt bee rapt with furious violence, 

And no reſpect, nor no regard at all, 

; Can ought with nature or with blood diſpence : 
Then be it ſo, if needes it mult be ſo. 

There ſtayes and ſhrink es in horror of her ſtate. 
VVhen I began to mitigate her woc, 

And thy great mercies vnto herrelate, | 
Wiſhing her not diſpaire, but rather come 
And ſue for grace, and ſhake off all vaine ſeares: 
No doubt ſhee ſhould obtaine as genile doome 
As ſhee deſit d, both for herſelſe and hers. 
And fo with much a-doe, (well pacifide 
Sceming to bee,) ſhee ſhew'd content to lyue, 
Saying ſhee-wvas reſolu'd thy doome t abide, 
And to accept what ſauqut thou would'ſt giue. 
And bcere-withall, crau d alſo that ſhee * 
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Performe her laſt rites to her loſt belou d. 
To facrifize to him that wrought her plight : 
And that ſhee might not bee by force temou d. 
I graunting from thy part this her * 
Let ner for then, feeming in better reſt. 
Caf. But dooſt thou thinke ſhe will remaine ſo ful : 
Pra I unte, frite ſhee will. 
c Ah, private men ſound not the harts of Princes, 
VVhoſe achom oft bearecontraric pretences. 
Pro. Why, tis her ſafety for to yeeld to thee. . 
Cef. But tis more honour for her to die tree. 
Pre. Shee may thereby procure her childrens good. 
Ceſ Princes reſpeR'theyr bonour more then blood. 
Pro. Can Princes pore diſpence with nature than? 
C. To bea Prince, is more then be a man. 
Pro. There's none but haue in time perſwaded beene, 
Ceſ. And ſo might ſhee too, were thee not a Queene. 
Pro. Divers teſpects will force her be reclam'd. 
c Princes (like Lyons) neuer will be tam d. 
A priuate man may yeeſd. and care not how, 
But greater harts will breake before they bow. 
And ſure I thinke ſh'will neuer condiſcend, 
To lyue e our ſpoyles with her diſgrace: 
2 yet let ile waric watch attend, 
| K 2 To 
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To guard her perſon, and to watch the place. 
Aas 4 none with her come to comſer: 
Shortly my ſelfe will goe to viſite her. 
/ 


2 


CHORYS. 


O ? 18 1 0, bowe dooff rhow ee 
Th made of reftles man ! 
lo followmg thee, neuer can, | 
Nor ener ſhall attame to rei. 
Far getting what thou ſat u bet, 
Ter loe, that lei bee s farre wide 
Of what thou promiſedit before : 
For in the [ame hee look! for mere, 
Which prowes but n 
T hen ſomething els : ud it beſide, 
f — 2 —ů pee APN 
W hen in the end all proves but ft. 
Farther from rei? hee findes lum than, 
T hen 47 the firft when be began. | N 


4 


5 = * CT 
O mAilcontent ſeducmy gues?, et 51 
Contr mer of our greateit wo:: 
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oy —. 


And all thmgs in the 

. but as they ſe N 

W bich fbewes, their fate thow i defins it 

And bus it to come, in preſent pin ft. 
2 bos ba#?, thew fle — 

tor mentor, bodies wr 

V ame omiſer of that ſweet ret, 
— there 


If mee bnte ambition tende, 
Fe ben dooſt thou draw our weakenes on, 
With Game m ii 

a A. e which newer bath ax end. | 
Or if that — we apprehend, of f 
How dot 2 ar plegwe ef7 ? 

O what ftrange — of laxwrie, 
T bow ſtraight 2 caft t'miice v. by ? 

And tell ff b, that i euer let, 

Which wee baue newer yet poſſef?. 

_ that more pleaſure rem beſide, 
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In ſomething that we have not tride. 
And when the ſame 


Then ab von and eb a at 


Thx Anthony can ſay z tree, 
And Cleopatra 8 1 TIS | 

7 of thery — 
—— 


But that — 2 new, 


And mu neuer ſariſ fide : 
Hee can ſay by proefe of 


Ambition us 4a Vulture d 


4 mo 1eff when all u trie. 
For worlds camo 
Th other, Lies and 


fl 
the one, ' 


von, — Hate. 


| Ardnew when all tha Spreads, * 
Tet Oy inion {canes not lee, 


Bur flicks to Cleopatra ere. 


Procure 


Perſwadmy now, == | | 


Honour by death 3 


. 


T hat feedes Spon the hart of pride : Fo 


hath none, 
And both ſubuert the mmde, 2 — 


i 


And 
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And what « ſbame it were to liue, 

Her kmpdeme loft, ber Lower dead: 

And ſo with the perſwaſion led, 

Diſpayre doth ſuch 4 ccur.age gie, 
That nawght el; can ber mim de reliewe. 

Nor yet diuert her from th.it thought : 

7e thus concluſion all « browg ht. 

T bu us that reſt ths Game world lends, 

To end m death that all tbenę ends. 


ACTVS TERTIVS. 
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PHIIOSTRAT VS. ARKRIYS. 
H OW decpely Ai am! bounde to thee, 
—— ſau aſt is death this wretched life ut mine: 
Ceſars entle grace for mee, 
When I Teal A s els Appl by d but thine ? 
Although I ſee in ach a wotull ſtate, 
Life is not that which ſhould be much deſit d: 
Sith all our gloties come to end theyr date, 
Our Countnes honour and ourowne expi d. 
Now that the hand of wrath hath ouer-gone vs, 
Living (4 'twere) in ch armes of our dead mother, 
K 4 Wich 
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With hlood rnder our feeteruine vpon vs, 
And in a Land molt wretched of all other, 
When yet we reckon life our deereſt 
And fo we live, we care not how we liue z 
So deepe we ſeele impreſſed in our blood, 
That touch which nature with our breath did giue. 
And yet what blaſts of words hath learning found, 
To blow againſt the feare of death and dying: 
What comforts vnſicke Eloquence can ſound, 
And yet all fayles vs in the poynt of trying. 
For whilſt we reaſon with the breath of lafery, 
VVthout the compaſle of deſtruction liuing: 
VVhat precepts ſhew wee then, what courage loſty 
In taxing others feares iy counſell giving ? 
VVhen all thys ayre of ſweet-contrived words, 
Preoves but weake armour to defend the hart. 
For when this lyfe, pale feare and terror boords, 
-Where arc our precepts then, where is our arte 
O who is he that from himſelfe can turne, 
That beares about the body of a man? 
Who doth not toyle and labour to adiorne 
The day of death, by any meanes he can ? 
All this I ſpeake to th'cnd my ſelſe t excuſe, 


For my baſe begging of a ſeruile breath, 


VVherin 
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Wherein I graunt my ſelſe much rabuſe, 
So ſhameſully to ſeeke t auoyd my death. 
Arius. P buleffratas, that ſelſe ſame care to liue, 

Poſſeſſeth all alike, and grieue not then 
Nature dooth vsno mote then others giue : 


Though we ſpeak more then men, we are but men. 
And yet (in truth) theſe miſeries to ſee, 
VVherein we ſtand in moſt extreame diſtreſſe: 
Might to our ſelues ſufficient motiues be 
To loathe this life, and weigh our death the leſſe. 
For neuer any age hath better taught, 
VVhat feeble footing pride and greatnes hath. 
How 'unprouident proſperity is caught, 
And cleane confounded in the day of wrath. 
Sec how diſmaid Confuſion keepes thoſe ſtreetes, 
That nought but mirth & Muſique late reſounded, 
How nothing with our eye but horror mectes, 
Our ſtate, our wealth, our pride & all confounded. 
Yet what weake ſight did not difcerne from far 
This black-aryſing tempeſt, all confounding ? 


Who did not ſee we ſhould be what we are, 


When pride and ryot grew to ſuch abounding. 
When diſſolute impiery poſſeſt 


Th'vnreſpeRiue mindes of ſuch a people : 
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VVhen inſolent Security found reſt 

In wanton thoughts, with luſt and caſe made feeble. 
Then when vawary peace with tar-fed pleaſure, 
New-freſh inuented ryots ſtill detected, 

Purchac'd with all the Prolornes tiich treaſure, 
Our lawes, our Gods, our miftenes neglected. 
Who ſaw not how this confluence of vice, 

T his innondation of diſorders, muſt 

At length of force pay back the bloody price 

Of ad deſtruction, (a reward for luſt.) 
O chou and | have heard, and read, and knowne 
Of lyke proude ſtates, as wofully incombred, 

And fram'd by them, = for our owne : 


Which now among examples muſt be numbred. 
For this decree a law from high is given, 
An auncicnt Canon, of ctcrnall date, 
In Conſiſtorie of the ſtarres of heaven, 
Eutred the booke of vnauoyded Fate; 
That no ſtate can in heigth of happines, 
In th'txaltation of theyr glory ſtand : 
But thither onceariu'd, derlyning leſſe, 
Ruine themſelues. or fall by others hand. 


Thus doch the euer- changing courſe of things, 
Nunne a perpetual circle, euer turning: | 
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And that ſameday that higheſt glory brings, 
Brings vs vnto the poynt of back-rcturning, 
For ſenceiles ſenſualitie, doth euer 
Accompany felicity and g eatnes. 
A fatall witch, whoſe charmes do leaue vs neuer, 
Till we leaue all ia forrow tor our fweetnes ; 
When yet our ſelues muſt be the cauſe we tall, 
Although the ſame be firſt dec reed on hie: 
Our errors ſtill muſt beare the blame of all, 
This muſt it be, earth aske not heauen why. 
Yet mighty men with wary icalous hand, 

Striue to cut off all obſtacles of feare : 
All vhatſoeuer ſcemes but to withſtand 
2 leaſt conccite of quiet, held fo deere 

ſo intrench — with blood, W crymes, 
With all iniuſtice as feares diſpoſe: 
Yer for all thys wee ſee, how oftentimes 
The meanes they worke to keep, are means to loſe. 
And ſure J cannot ſce, how this can ſtand 
With great A. guſtus ſafety and his honor, 
To cut Toff all ae cceſſion from our land, 
Fot her offence that puld the warts vpon her. 
Phi Why muſt her iſſue pay the price of that? 
Ars. The price is liſe that they are rated at. 


Phils. 
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Phi. Caſario to, iſſued of Ceſars blood? ; 
Ari. Pluralitie of Cœſars arc not good. 
Phi. Alas what hurt procures his feeble arme ? 
Ari. Not for it dooth, but that it may doe harme. 
Phi. Then whea it offers hurt, repeolle the ſame, 
Ari. Tis beſt to quench a ſparke before it flame. 
Phs. Tis inhumane, an innocent to kill. 
Art. Such innocents, ſildome remaine fo ſtill. 
And ſure his death may beſt procure our peace, 
Comperitors the ſubiet deerely buies: 
And ſo that our affliction may ſurceaſe, 
Let geat men be the peoples ſacrifice. 
But ſee where Caſar comes himſelſe, to try 
And worke the mind of our diſtreſſed Qucene, 
To ſome falſed hope: whereby 
Shee might be drawne to haue her fortune ſeene. 
But yet I thinke, Rome will not ſee that face 
Tbat quel her chãpions,) bluſh ia baſe diſgrace, 
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Cſ. W Hat Cleopatra, dooſt thou doubt fo much 
Of Cæſars mercy, that thou hid'ſt thy face? 
Or dooſt — think, thy offences can be ſuch, 
That they ſurmount the meaſure of our grace ? 
Ceo. = not for that I fiye thy fight 
My ſoule this fad rexyre of ſorrow chole : 
But that m relied thoughts abhorring light, 
Like belt ia darknes, my diſꝑrace t incloſe. 
And heere to theſe cloſe limmits of diſpaite, 
This ſolitary hortot where I bide: 
Car, I thought no Roman ſhould repare, 
More after him, who hcere oppreticd dyde. 
Yct now, heere at thy conquering fecte 1 lye, 
Poore captive ſoule, that neuer thought to bow: 
V'Vhoſc happy foore of rule and mareſtie, 
Stoodclate on y fame ground thou ſtandeſt now. 


Caſar, 
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© Riſe Queene, none but thy (clfe is cauſe of all. 

7 yet, would all were but thyne owne alone : 

That others ruine had not with thy fall 

ht Rome het ſorowes,to my tryumphs mone. 

For brcaking 0 gue of loue and blood. 

Thou mał ſt my winning ioy a gaine vnpleaſing: 
Sith th eye of griefe muſt looke ito our good, 
Thoro the horror of our one blood - ſhedding. 
Aud all, we muſt attribute ynto thee. 
Ci. To mee? what ſhould a woman doe 


Op with greatnes What was it for mee 
—— Lord, beeing bent thereto ? 


made 


| ] was by love, by fearc, by wea 
4 An inſtrument o ſuch diſleignes as theſe. 
For when the Loi of all ithe Orient bade. 
Who bat obeyd? who was not glad to pleaſe ? 
And ho could L with-draw my ſaccouring hand, 
From him that had mp bart, or what was mine ? 
Ticiareft of my faith in ſtraighteſt band, 
My loue to his moſt firmely did com bine. 
Cef. Love? alas no, it was th'innatcd hatred - 
: That thou and thine haſt euer botne our people : 
That madethce fecke al meanes to haue vs ſcaured, 
Jo diſ nite our ſtrength, and makers fecble.. 8 
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And therefore did that breſt nurſe our diſſention, 
VVith hope r'cxalt thy ſelfe, t augment thy ſtate : 7 
To pray vpon the wrack of our contention, 
And (with the reſt our _ to ioy thergar, 

Cleo. O Cæſar, ſce how eaſie tis tac 2 
—— hath made — brakes fall, 
The wretched conquered may not tefuſe 
The titles of reproch be'scharg'd withall. 

The conquering cauſe hath right, wherein F art, 
The vanquiſhr, ul is iudg d the worſer part. 
Which part is mine, becauſe l loſt my part. 
No leſler then the portion of a Crowne. 
Enough for mee, alas what needed arte 
To gaine by others, but to keepe mine owne? 
But hecre let weaker powers note what it is, 
To neighbour great Competitors too ncere, 
If we take part, we oft doe perriih thus, 
If neutrall bide, both parties we muſt feare. 
Alas, what ſhall the forſt partakers doe, 
When following none, yet muſt they perriſn to? 
But CAA R. (ith thy right and cauſe is ſuch, 
Bee not a heauie weight vpon ealamitie: 
Depreſle not the afflicted over-mucb, 
The chieſeſt glory is the Yietors lenitie. | 
Th'inhe- 
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Th'inheritaunce of mercy from him take, 
Oft whom thou haſt thy fortune and thy name: 
Great Cr mee a Queene at firſt did 
And let not cr now confound the ſame. 
Reade heere theſe lines which ſtill I keep with me, 
The witnes of his loue and fauourseuer : 
And God forbid this ſhould be ſaid of thee, 
That Ceſar wrong d the fauoured of Ceſar. 
Forlooke what [ haue beene to Anthony, 
Thinke thou the ſame I might haue been to thee. 
And hecre I doe preſent thee with the note, 
Of all the treaſure, all the lewels rare 
That Egipt hath in ages got, 
And tooke what — — 4 there. 
Selen. Nay there's not all ſet down within that roule, 
I know ſome things ſhee hath reſeru'd a part. 
Cle. What vile vnggrateful wretch, dar ſt thou c6troule 
Thy Queene & ſoueraine! caitiue as thou art. 
Hold, holde. a poote reuenge can worke fo feeble 
Ah Ceſar, what a great indignitie (hands. 
9 — that heere my vaſſale ſubiect ſtands, | 
T* accuſe mee to my Lord of rechery ? 
If I reſeru d ſome x Avon womens toyes, 
Alas it was not for my ſelſe (God knowes,) 


Poore 
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Poore miſerable ſoule, that little ioyes 
la trifling ornaments, in outward ſhowes. 
But what I kept, I kept to make my way 
V ato thy Lu, and Ot aui, grace. 
That thereby in compaſsioa mooued, they 
Might mediat thy fauour in my caſe. 
c Well Cpt, feare not, thou ſhalt finde 
What fauour thou deſir'ſt, or canſt expect: 
For Ceſar neuer yet was found but kinde | 
To ſuch as and can themſclucs ſubiect. 
And therefore giue thou comfort to thy minde , 
Relicue thy ſoule thus over-charg'd with care, 
How well I will intreate thee thou ſhalt find, + 
So ſoone as ſome affayres diſpatched arc. 
Til whe fate wel. ci. Thanks thriſe. renowned caſar, 
Poore Cleopatra teſts thine ow ne for euer... 
Del. No meruaile Caſer though our greateſt ſp'rirs, 
Haue to the powre of ſuch acharming beautic, 
Beene brought to yeeld the honour of their-merirs : 
Forgetting all reſpeR of other dutie. 
Then whilſt the glory of her youth remain'd f 
The wondting obiect to each wanton eye : | 
Before her full of fweer (with ſorrow wain'd,) 
Came to the period of this miſery. 
L 1 If 
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If ſtill, euen in the midſt of death and horror, 
Such ines hoo clowds of age & loo, 
If euen thoſe ſweer decayes ſoeme to plead for her, 
Vhich from affliction, mouing graces borrow 
If in calamity ſheecould thus move, 
What could ſhe do adorn'd with youth & love ? 
V'Vhar could thedo then, Har cy: 07s 
The of beauty, in dight ? 
Whoa and with wonder, shee vle belide, 
Th' engines of her loue, Hope and Delight? 
Beauty ter of Meruaile, 6 ſee how 


Thou canſt — ng forrowes {i __ ? 
ou brow, 


*VVhat ſhew'ſt in a 
That mak'it Mk" affidtion faire, 2070 teates their grace. 
VVhat can vntreſſed bee. Lon Pars rent haire, 

A © eye, a wa ire ? 
er artleſſe * tan content, 

And that true beauty needes no ornament. 
pn a paſtion Dolabells ? what ? take heede: 

Let others freſh examples be thy warning 
What miſchiefes theſe, ſo idle humors breed, 

V Vhiliterror keepes vs from a true diſceming, 
Indced, I ſaw shee labour d to imparr- © - -- 
Her ſweeteſt graces in her ſaddeſt cheere : 

| Preſu- 
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ing on the face that knew the arte 
To moue with what aſpect fo eu r it were. 
But all in vaine, shee takes her ayme amiſſe, 
The ground and marke, her leuel much deceiues; 
Time now hath altred all, for neither is 
Shee as shee was, nor wee as hee conceiues. 
And therefore now, twere beſt ſhe left ſuch badnes, 
Folly in youth is ſinne, in age, tis madnes. 

And for my part, I ſeeke but tentertaine 
In her ſome feeding hope to draw her forth; 
The greateſt Trophey that my trauailes gaine, 
2 home a prizall of ſuch worth. a 
And now, ith that ſhee ſeemes ſo well content 
To bediſpos'd by vs, without more ſtay 
Shee with her chyldren ſhall to Rome be ſent, .. 
Whilſt I by Syria thither take my way. 


— — — 


CHORVS. . 


O = rownens NEMESIS, 
Daughter of lvST1CE, mort ſeuere, 


T hat art the worlds great Al butreſſe, 
And Queene of cauſes raignimg heere, 
"6% L 2 
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Whoſe ſwift. ſure hand is ever rere 

Eternal uuſtice, rightmg wrong : 

Is lo newer jet deſerrem long 

T he prondes decay, the weakes redreſſe. 
But through thy powre every where, 

Doof rate the great, and raiſe the leſſe, 

T be leſſe made great, doof# rume to, 


To ber the earth what benen can doe. | 


T how frem dark: closd erernitie, 
From thy black c hidden ſeate, 
The worlds diſorders doof ds cry : 
i hub when they ſwell ſo proudly great, 
 Remerſmy th order nature ſet, 
T hou gie ft thy all-confoundomy doome, 
Which none can now before it come. 
- Th meuttable defFmiee, 
W hich wir nor ffrengrh cam ter, 
Fu 54 ute necefßitte, 
In mortall thengs dath order ſo, 
Tb alternate comrſe of weale or wo. 


O lem the powres of heawen do play 
With trauailed mertaiue : 
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And doth their weakenes Hill betray, 
In theyr beit proſperne. | 
When beemg lifted vp ſo hue, 

They loste beyond themſelues ſo ſarre, 
mſelues they tate mo care: 


That to the 


1 


f 


But i it miſice that all wee 
T b innocent poore multitude, 


For 0041 1 fhoeedd | 
* — thus purſude. = 


Ani to 

O why th beawens U, melude, 
IWithm the compaſie of theyr fall, 
I ho of themſelues procured all ? 
Or doe the God: ( m cloſe ) decree, 

Occaſron tate how to extrude 
Man from the earth with crucitie ? 


4h no, the Gods are ener mi, 
Our fantts excuſe theyr riger mutt. 
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This is the period Fate ſe dg. 
Te Eęitti fat proſperity: 
Which rem Gmro bergreatelt prewne ve, 
Auf thas, by courſe muſt die. 

Ana ſome muſt be the cauſers why 

\ Thu reuwolution muff be wrour ht : 
As borne to bring theyr fate to — 1 
To change the people and the cr 

And verge the worlds iniquitie : 
W hich Gire fo ſurre herb oner-growne, 
As wee, ſo they that treate di thus, 


Mutt one day perriſh like to Gs. 


he — 
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Meme 


IBLEVCYS. Robo. 
Cel. N Euer friend Redox in a better howre, 

Could I have met thee then eu en now l do 
Having allliction in the greateſt powre 
Vpon my ſaule, and none to tell it to. 

For tis ſome caſe our ſorrowes to reueale, 
If they to whom wee ſhall impart our woes 
Sceme 
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Seeme but to feele a part of what wee feele, 
And meete vs with a ſigh but at a cloze. 

Rod. And neuer (friend\Sefmcas) found i thou one, 
That better could beare ſuch a part with thee : 
Who by his one, knowes others cares to mone, 
And can in like accord of griefe agree. 

And therefore tell th oppreision of thy hart, 

Tell to an care prepar'd and tun'd to care : 

And J will likewiſe vnto thee impart 

As fad a tale as what thou ſhak declare. 
So ſhal we both our naouraful plaints combine, 
Ile waile thy ſtate, and thou ſhalt pitty mine. 

Sel. Well then, thou know'!t how I haucliu'd in grace 
With cep, and eſteem'd in Court 
As one of Counſell, and of chiefeſt place, 

And euer held my credite in that ſort. 

Tyll now in this confuſion of our ſtate, 

When thinking to haue vs d a meane to climbe, 
And fled the wretched, flowne vnto the great, 
(Follow ' ing the fortune of the preſent time,) 
Am come to be caſt downe * clecne. 
And in the couiſe of mine one plot vndonae. 

For hauing all the ſecrete of the Queene 
Reueal d to Ceſar, to haue fauour wonne: 
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My trechery is quited with diſgrace, 
My falſhood loath'd, ard not without great reaſon 
Though good fag him, yet Princes in this caſe 
Doe hate 5 Traytor, though they loue the treaſon, 
For how could hee imagine I would be 
Faithfull to him, being falſe ynto mine owne ? 
And falſe to ſuch a bountious Queene as (hee, 
That had meraisd,and made mine honor known, 
Hee ſaw twas not for zeale to him | bare, 
But for baſe feare, ot mine owne ſtate to ſettle. 
Weakenes is falſe, and faith in Cowards rare, 
Feare findes out ſhyfts, timiditic is ſubtle. 
And therefore (cornd of him, ſcornd of mine own, 
Hatefull to all that looke into my ſtate: 
Deſpisd Scleucu now is oncly growne 
The marke of infamy, thats pointed ar. 

Rod. T is much thou ſaiſt, and ò too much to feele, 
And l dee grieue and doe lament thy fall: 
But yet all this which thou dooſt heere reuesle, 
Copar'd with mine, wil make thine ſeem but ſmal. 
Altho ugh my fault be in the ſelſe- ame kind, 
Vet in deg: ce far greater, far more hatefull; 
Mine ſpro of my ſchieſe, thine from feeble mind, 
Iſt und — — blood, thou onch 3 
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For vnto mee did Cleopatra g 
The beſt and deereſt aealre of he blood, 
L Caſarwo, whom ſhee would ſhouldliue 
— the dangers wherein Egipt ſtood. 
And vnto mee with him this charge ſhe gaue, 
Heere Noon, take, conuay from out thys Coaſt, 
This precious Gem, the chiefeſt that I haue, 
The iewell of my ſoule 1 value moſt. 
Guide hym to INDIA, leade him farre from hence, 
Safeguard him where ſecure he may remaine, 
Till better fortune call him back from thence, 
And Egipts peace be reconcil'd againe, 
For this is hee that we our hopes bring back, 
(The ryſing Sunne of our declyning ſtare : ) 
Theſe be the hands that may reſtore our wrack, 
And rayſe the broken ruines made of late. | 
Hee may gyue limmits to the boundles pryde 
Of fierce Offanzre, and abate his might : 
Great Iulius of- ſpring, hee may come to guide 
The Empireof the world, as his by right. 
O how hee ſcemes the modell of his Syre ? 
O how gaze my cn in his face? 
Such was his gate, ſo dyd his loc kes aſpyte; 
Such was his threatning brow, ſuch was his grace. 
High 
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High ſhouldred, and his forchead euen as hie. 
hm ö, (if hee had not beenc borne ſo late,) 
He might haue rul'd the worlds great Monarchy, 
And — baue beene the Champion of our ſtate. 
Then vnto him, © my deere Sonne, (ſhe ſayes,) 
Sonne of my youth, flye hence, ö flye, be gone: 
Reſerue thy el, —5 d for better dayes, 
For much = haſt to ground thy hopes v 
Leaue mee (thy wofull Mother) to — eg MD 
The fury © * tempeſt heere alone: 
Who cares not for herſelſe, ſo thou be ſure, 
Thou mayſt revenge, when others can but mone. 
Radom will ſee thee lafe, Redox will guide 
Thee and thy wajes, thou ſhalt not need to feare. 
Roden (my taithfull ſeruaunt) will prouide 
Wbat shall be beſt for thee, take thou no care. 
And © good Roden, looke well to his youth, 
The wayes are long, and _—_—_— eu uy where. 
I vrge — that] doe doubt t 
* will — the worſt, a 12 5 ſeare. 
The abſent daun greater ſtill appeares, 
Leſle feares he, whois neere the thing he ſeares. 
And 6, I know not what preſagi ing thought 
eren. 4 


But 
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But vet it may be tis but loue doth dote, 

Or idle ſhadowes which my ſeates preſent. 

But yet the memory of myne one fate, 

Makes mee feare his. And yet why should I feare ? 
H:s fortune may recouer better ſtate, 

And hee may come in pompe to gouerne heere. 

But yet I doubt the Germs of our Race 

By ſome malignant ſpirit comes ouer- thtowne: 

Our blood mult be extinct, in my diſgrace, 

Egypt muſt haue no more Kings of theyr owne. 
Then let him ſtay, and let vs fall together, 

Sith it is fore-decreed that we muſt fal. 

Yet who knowes what may come? let him gothither, 
What Merchaunt in one Veſſell venters all? 

Let vs deuide our ſtarrs. Goe, goe my Sonne, 
Let not the fate of Egypt find thee heere : 

Try if ſo be thy deſtiny can shunne 

The common wracke of vs, by becing there. 
But who is hee found euer yet defence 

Againſt the heauens, or hyd him any where? 
Then whar neede | to ſend thee fo far hence 
To ſceke thy death that mayſt as well dic heere ? 
And heere die with thy mother, die in reſt, 

Not trauayling to what will come to thee. 
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Why ſhould wee leaue our blood vnto the Eaſt, 
VVhen Egipt may a Tombe ſufficient be ? 

O my dcvided ſoule, what ſhall I doe ? 
VVhereon ſhall now my reſolution reſt ? 
What were | beſt reſulue to yeeld vnto 
When both are bad, how ſhall l know the beſt ? 
Stay; I may hap ſo worke with Ceſar now, 
That hee may yceld him to reſtore thy right. 
Goe ; Ceſar neuer will conſent that thou 
So necrein blood, ſhalt bee ſo great in might. 
Then take him Reden, goc my ſonde fare-well. 
But ſtay ; ther's ſomething cls that I would ay: 
Yet nothing now, but ò God ſpeed thee well, 
Leaſt ſaying more, that more may make thee ſtay. 
Yet let mee ſpeake: It may be tis the laſt 
That euer I thall ſpeake tothee my Sonne. 
Doe Mothers vſe to parte in ſuch poſt-baſt ? 
VVhat, muſt I ende when I baue ſcarce begun? 
Ah no (deere hart,) tis no ſuch ſlender twine - 
 VVhere«with the knot is tyde twixt thee and mee. 
That blood within thy vaines came out of mine, 
Parting from thee, I part from part of mee: 
And thereſore | muſt ſpeake. Yer what? O ſonne. 

Here mere ſlic weld, ht more ſhe could not (ay. 
* Sorrow 
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Sorrow backe whence it begun, 
Fild vp the paſſage, and ſtopt the way: 


V Vhen ſweet Caſarre — rl gre ſp'rice, 


did comfort giue 
May rough comfetl words, , _ 5 , 


her to beare it. 

And as for him, sbee — » gricue. 
And 1 (with — — 

$wore by that fai. (which da 14 deceaue) 
That I would vſe all care, all wit and arte 
To ſec hym ſaſe; And fo we tooke our leaue. 
Scarce had wee travail d to our iourneyes end, 
VVhen ca having knowledge of our way, 
His Agents after vs with ſpeed doth ſend 
— ons — 

rewya 
Aſſaild mee then, that I ſoone _ 
And backe to Rhodes d my Re 
Pretending that Oct for n oe bm en, 
To make bym King of Egipt 
And thither _ ſeeing — betrayd, 
And in the hands of death chrhrough trecherie, 
VVayling his ſtate, thus to himſelfe he ſayd. 
Loe brought back by ſubtile traine to death, 

Betrayde by Tutors fayth, or Traytors rather: 


My 
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blood, and mine oftence my birth, 

of ſuch a mightic Father. 

FromInD1A, — by Mother care, 

—— — 

To ( armes nts are 

I am — — 0 

Heere to be made t oblation * (him : 

Who doubts the doe 

Reſpecting — 9 —— — 

Or how ſmall ſafety can my death be to him. 
And is this all the good of beeing borne great 

Then wretched — proud ritch miſery, 

Pompous diſtrellc, glittering calamity. 

it for this thiambitious Fathers ſweat, 

To purchaſe blood and death for them and theirs ? 

Is this the iſſue that theyr glorics get, 

To leaue a ſure deſtruction to theyr heyres ? 

O how farre better had it beene for mee, 

From low diſcent, deriu d of humble birth, 

To haue eate the ſweei- ſowyre bread of 

And drunke of Nilas ſtreame in Nilas earth: 

Vnder the cou ring of ſome quiet Cottage, 

Free from the wrath of heauen, ſecure in minde, 

Vatoucht when fad euents of Princes dotage, 


My faulte 
Fot 


Con- 
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Confounds what euer mighty it dooth find. 
And not t haue ſtoode in way, whoſe condition, 
Is to haue all made cicere, and all thing plaine, 
Betweene chem and the marke of theyr ambition, 
That nothing let the full fight of theyr raigne. | 
Where nothing ſtanda, that ſtands not in ſubmiſaion; 
Where greatnes muſt all in it ſelfe containe. 
Kings will be alone, Competitors muſt downe, 
Neere death he ſtands, chat ſtands too ncer a Crowne. 
Such is my caſe, for Ceſar will haue all: 
My blood muſt ſeale th aſſurance of his ſtate : 
Yet ah weake ſtate that blood aſſure him ſhall, 
Whoſe wrongfull shedding, Gods and men do hate. 
Iniuſtice neuer ſcapes vapuniſht ſtill, 
Though men re not, yet the heauens will. 
Jos thou A that with bloody hand, 
Curr'ſt off ſucceſzion from anothers race, | 


Maiſt find the beauens thy vowes {6 to withſtand, 


That others may depriue thine in like caſe. 
When thou maiſt ſee thy proude contentious bed 
Yeelding thee none of thine that may inherite : 
Subuert thy blood, place others in theyr ſed, 
To pay this thy iniuſtice her due merite. 

If it be true, (as who can that deny 
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Which ſacred Prieſts of Meaxphu doe fore-(ay,) 
Some of the of-ſpring yet of Anthony, 
Shall all the rule of this whole Empire ſway. 
And then Ang. what is it thou gai 
By poore ntullas blood, or this of mine 
Nothing but thys thy victory thou Rtaineſt, 
And pull ſt the wrath of beauen on thee and thine. 
In vaine doth man contende againſt the ſtarrs, 
For what her ſeekes to make, his wiſdom marrs. 
Vet in the mean=time we whom Fates reſcrue, 
The bloody ſacrifices of ambition, 
- V Ve feele the ſmart what euet they deſerue, 
And wee indure the preſent times condition. 
The iuſtice of the heauens reuenging thus, 
Doth oncly facrifice it ſelfe, not rs. 
Tet tis a pleaſing comfort that dooth calc 
Affliction in ſo great extreamitie. 


To thinke theyr like deſtruction ſhall appeaſe 

Our ghoſtes, who did procure our miſery. 

But we are, vncertaine what ſhall bee, 

And lyuing, wee are ſure to feele the wrong: 

Our certaine ruine wee our ſelues doe ſee. 

They ioy the while, and wee know not how long. 
But yet cæſaris, thou mult dic content, 
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For men will mone, & God reuenge th innocent. 

Thus he coplain'd, & thus thou heat ſt my ſhame. 

gel. But how hath Ceſar now rewarded thee? | 

Rod. As hee hath thee. And I expect the ſame 

As fell to Theodor to fall to mee: 

For he (one of my coate) hauing betrayd 

The young Antilles, ſonne of Anthony, 

And at his death from of his necke conuayd 

A iewell : which be ing askt, he did deny: 

Ceſar occaſion tooke to bang him ſtraight. 

Such inſtruments with Princes liuc not long. 

Although they neede vs, (actors of deccit,) 

Yer ſtill our ſight ſeemes to vpbrayd their wrong 

And therefore we muſt needes this danger runne, 

And in the net of our owne guile be caught : 

Wee mult not liue to bray what we haue done, 

For what is done, muſt not appeare theyr fault. 
But heere comes Cleopatra, wotull Queene, 


And our ſhame will not that we ſhould be ſeene. 
Exeunt. 


M 1 Cleo- 
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VV Hat hath my face yer powre to win a Lover ? 
| Can this totne remnant ſerue to grace me ſo, 
* That it can Ceſar ſecrete plots diſcouer 
W bat he intends with mee and mine to do? 
V'Vhy then poore Beautie thou haſt doone thy laſt, 
And beſt good ſeruice thou could ſt doe ynto mee. 
For now the time of death reucal'd thou haſt, 
Which in my life didſt ſerue but to rndoe mee. 
Heere Do{abells fat forſooth in loue. 
Wies, how that Ceſ#r meanes forthwith, to ſend 
- Both mee and mine, th ayre of Rome to proue: 
Therc his Tryumpbant Chariot to attend. 
I chanke the man, both for his loue and letter, 
Th'one comes fit to warne mee thus before, 
But for th'other, 1 muſt dic his debter, 


For Cleopatra now can loue no more. o! 
But having leaue, I muſt goe take my leaue - 
And laſt farewell of my dead Anthony: 0 


Whoſe geerely honoqr d Fombe mult heere receaue 
This facrifice, the laſt before I dye. 


O 
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O ſacred euer- memorable Stone, 
That haſt without my teares, within my flame, 
Receiue th oblation of the wofullſt mone 7 
That euer yet from fad affliftion came. 
And you deere reliques of my Lord and Loue, 
(The ſweeteſt parcells of the faithfull'ſt liucr,) 
O let no impious hand dare to remouc 
You out from hence, but reſt you heere for euet. 
Let Egypt now gue peace vnto you dead, 
That — gaue you trouble and turmoyle : 
Slcepe quiet in this euer-laſting bed, 
In forraine land pre ſett d before your ſoyle. 
And ò, if that the ſp'rits of men temaine 
After their bodies, and doe neuer die, 
Then heare thy Ghoſt thy captiue Spouſe complaine, 
And be attentiue to her miſery. 
But if that laborſome mortall tie, 
Found this ſweet error, onehy to con fine 
The curious ſearch of idle vanity, 
That would the deapth of darknes vndermine: 
Or rather, to giue reſt vnto the thought — 
Of wretched man, with th'after- comming ioy 
Of thoſe conceived fieldes whereon we doe, 
To pacihe the preſent worlds anoy. 
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If it beſo, why ſpeake I chen to th'ayre ? 

But tis not ſo, my Anthony doth heare : 

His cuer-liuing ghoſt attends my prayer, 

And I doe know his houering ſp 'ruc is ncere. 
And will ſpeake, and pray, and mourne to thee, 
O pure immortall loue that daign ſt to heare ; 
teele thou aunſwer ſt my credulitie 

VVith touch of comfort, finding none elſwhere. 
Thou know ſt theſe hands entomb d thee heer of late, 
Free and vnforſt, which now muſt ſeruile be, 
Reſeru'd fer bands to grace proude Ceſar: ſtate, 
Who feckes in mee to tryumph ouer thee. 

O if in life we could not ſeuerd be, 

Shall Death deuide our bodies now a ſunder ? 
Muſt thine in Egypt, mine in Italie, 

Be kept the Monuments of Fortunes wonder ? 

If any powres be there where as thou art, 

(Sith eur owne Country Gods betray our caſe,) 

O worke they may theyr gracious kelpe impart, 
To ſaue thy wofull wife from ſuch diſgrace. 

Doe not permit shee should in tryumph shew 
The bluſh of her reproch, ioyn d wit with thy ſhame ; 
But (rather) let that hatctull Tyrant know, 
That thou and I had powre t auoyde the ſame. 


But 


e 
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But what doe I ſpend breath and idle winde, 

In vaine invoking a concriued ayde ? 

Why doe I not my ſelſe occaſion find 

To breake the bounds wherein my ſelfe am ſtayd ? 


VVords are for them that can laine and lyue, 
VVhoſe melting harts compos'd of baſer frame, 
Canto theyr ſorrowestime and leyſure gyue, 

But not doe the ſame. 

No —— thy loue requireth mere. 

A lingring death, with thee deſerues no merit, 

I muſt my ſelſe force open wide a dote 

To let out life, and ſo vnhouſe my ſpirit. | 
Theſchands muſt breake the priſon of my ſoule 

To come to thee, thereto enioy like ſtate, 

As doth the long-pear ſolitary Foule, 

That hath eſcapt her cage, and found her mate. 
This Sacrificeto ſacrifize my life, 

1s that true incenſe that doth beſt beſeeme: 

Theſe rites may ſerue a liſe-deſiring wife, 

Who dooing them, t haue done enough doth deeme. ” 
My hart blood ſhould the purple flowers haue bcene, 
Which heere vpon thy Tombe to thee are offred, 

No ſmoake but dying breath should heere been ſeene, 
And this it had beene to, had 1 beene ſuffred. : 
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But what — — — apenkeer "ty 
And theſe weake fingers are not 
They cannot peirce the fleſh be ing put vato ic, | 
And Jof all meanes cls am diſapoynted. 
But yet I muſt a way and meanes ſeek.., bow. . 
To come vnto thee, what ſo ere I doo. ) 
O Death, art thou ſo hard to come by nor. 
That wee muſt pray, intreate, and ſecke thee too? 
But I will finde thee where ſo ere thou lye, 
For who can ſtay a minde reſolu'd to die? 
And now l goc to worke th effect in deede, 
Ile neuer ſend more words or ſighes to thee 3: » - 
Ne bring my ſoule my ſelſe, and that — {þced,: 
My ſelfe will bring my ſoule to 
Come goe my Maydet, my fortunes earades, 
That miniſter ro miſery amd forrow :: 
Your Miſtres you vnto =_ freedom renders, > 
And quits you from al yet ere to morrow. 
And now by this, I thinke the man | ent, | 
Is necte ferurn'd that brings mee my diſpatch. ' 
God graunt his cunning ſort to gaod euent, 
And that his skill may well beguile my watch. 
Sa ſhall I ſhun Ahne leaue to be ſorie, | 
Fly to my loue, ſcape my foe, free my ſoule z7 -; : . 


OF CLEOPATRA. 


So ſhall I act the laſt act of my glory, 
Dye like a Queene, and reſt without controule. 
Exit. 


Iferiows Egipt, wonder breeder, 
fri religions flrampe obſermer, 
State-ordrer Zeale, the beit rule-heeper, 
feſtrinę Ly in temprate fror: 
O how cam i tha to loſe ſowholy 
all religion, lam and order ? 
And thus become the mot v 
of all Lands that Nylus border ? 
How could confus'd Diſorder enter 
where ſterne Law ſate ſo ſeuereiy ? 
How durſ weake lum and ryot Venter 
thi eye of Iuftice looking neerely ? 
Could not thoſe means that made thee great, 
Be fill the meanes to keepe thy ſtare ? 


Ah no, the courſe of thrngs requireth 
c and alteration ener : 4 
T hat [ame continuaunce man deſrreth, - | 
| M 4 L- 
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tb Gnconft.iont world yeeldeth neuer. 
Wee m our els mu be blinded, 
and not ſee what dooth import Gs : 


And often-times the thmy leaſ minded, 
1s the thing that moſt muſt hurt 6s. 

Ter they that hawe the fearnem gurdmg, 
tis their fault that ſbould prevent it, 

For oft they ſeem their Country ſlydmg, 
tate therr eaſe, as though contented. 

Wee imitate the greater powpres, 

The Princes manner: faſbin ours. 


Th example of their light regardeng, 
” Vulgar looſencs vrcemces. 
V ice Gncontrowld, growes wide inlarging, 
Kings ſmall faults, be great offences. 
And this hath ſet the wmdow open 
Gmto Heemce, luft and ryot : 
Thu way Confuſion firft found broken, 
whereby entred our diſquiet. 
T hoe lawes that 
and the Ptolomies b 


Heereby firi? came to be canada. 
which our Hate ſo long preſerned. 


OF CLEOPATRA. 
The wanton /uxurie of Court, 


Dyd forme the people of l ſort. 


For — a priuate pleaſure, ) 
Gninerſally conſentmy 
7 — tame, 1 treaſare, 


— - bei contenteng ? 
And futur reſpectinę. 
— — 
2 — 
= — = 
c= Z 25 
2405 5 2 e , 
* 0 armes, diſcryed 
— 
ee, hen warre, ) ſo — 
——— 
— Egipt [erwile rendred, 
40 
And all therr PYYT dre temdred, 
ad e 
I hich poyſon (o if beawens be rightſull,) 
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gms Eęipes pleaſures (6 dels brfull, 
ced — Ale A 
tn Romans learne our way o wank, 
be mftrudted in our Vices : 
T hat our ſpoyles may ſpoyle your greater, 
ouercome with our es, 


* 


Full full Hour hands, and carry 
Inough from s to rume Rome. 
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ACTVS QVINTVS. 


 DoLABELLA, T1rTt1vs. 


Del Come tell mer Titias cu ry circumſtaunce 
How Cleopatra did receiue my newes: 
Tell euꝰ ry looke, each geſture, countenaunce, 
That ſhee did in uy Letters reading vie. 
Tir. I ſhall my Lord ſo farreas 1 — note, 
Or my conceite obſetue in any wiſe. « a You 
It was the time when as thee hauing got be, 
Leaue to her Deereſt dead to facrifize, 
And now was iiluing out the Monument, 


OF CLEOPATRA. 


With Odors, Incenſe, Garlands in her hand, 

When I approcht (as one from Ceſar ſcnt,) 

And did her cloſe thy meſlage t'vnderſtand. 
Shee turnes her backe, and with her takes mee in, 

Reades in thy iynes thy ſtrange vnlookt for tale: 

And readcs, and ſmyles, and ſtayes, and doth begin 

Againe to reade, then bluſhr, and then was pale. 

And hauing ended with a ſigh, refoldes 

Thy Letter vp: and with a fixed eye, 

(Which ſtedfaſt ber imagination holds) 

Shee mus d a while, ftanding confuledly. 

At length. Ah friend, (ſaith shce,) tell thy good Lord, 

How Kew! hold his pittying of my caſc : | 

That out of his {ſweet nature can afford, 

A miſctable woman ſo much grace. 

Tell him how much my heauy ſoule doth grieue 

Mercileſſe Ceſar ſhould ſo deale with mee: 

Pray him that he would all che counſell giue, 

That might diuert hit from ſuch crueltie. 

As for my loue, ſay Anthony bath all, 

Say that my hart is gone into the graue 

With hirn. in whom it reſts and euer ſhall : 

I haue it not my ſelſe, nor cannot haue. 

Yet tell him, he ſhall more commaund of mce 


Then 
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Then any, whoſocuer lyuing, can. 
Hee that ſo friendly ſhewes himſelſe to be 
A right kind Roman, and a Gentleman. 
— his Nation „ x 
Haue had mine age a pojyue, mpyouth a pray, 
Yet his affeQion ruſt — Fa ON 
That fauours one diſtreſt iu ſuch . 
Ah, hee was worthy then to haue lou d, 
Of 4 whiles her glory laſted, 
Before ſhee had declyning fortune prou d, 
Or ſcene her honor wrackt, her flower blaſted. 
Now there is nothing left her but diſgrace, 
Nothing but ber affliction that can moue : 
Tell Dolabells, one that s in her caſe, 
—— ſoule,) needes rather pitty now then loue. 
ut ſhortly ſhall thy Lord heare more of mee. 
And ending ſo her ſpeech, no longer ſtayd, 
But haſted to the Tombe of | 
And this was all shee did, and all shee ſaid. 
Dol. Ah ſweet diſtreſſed Lady. What hard hart 
Could chuſe but pitry thee, and loue thee too ? 
Thy worthines, the ſtate wherein thou art 
uireth both, and both Ivo to doo. 
ambition lets not Ceſar (ce 


- 
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The wrong hee doth thy Maicſtic and ſweetnes, 
VVhich makes him now exact ſo much of thee, 
To add ynto his pride, to grace his greatnes. 

Hee kaowes thou canſt no hurt procure vs now, 
Sith all thy ſtrength is ceaz'd into our hands: 

Nor fearcs hee that, but rather labours how 

Hee might shew Rome ſo great a Queene in bands. 
That our great Ladies (enuying thee ſo much 

That ſtain d the all, & hell'd them in ſuch wonder,) 
Might ioy to ſee thee, and thy fortune ſuch, _ 
Thereby extolling him that brought thee vnder. 
But I will ſeeke to ſtay it what I may 

I am but one, yet one that Ceſar loues, 
And © if now I could doe more then pray, | 
Then ſhould ſt y know how far afſection moucs. 
But what my powre and prayer may preuaile, 

lle ioyne them both, to hinder thy di 7 
And euen this preſent day I will not 
To doe my beſt with Cr in this 
ir. And Sir, euen now her ſelſe hath Letters ſent, 
I met her meſſenger as I came hither, 

With a diſpatch as hee to Caſar went, 

But knowes not what im her ſending thicher. 
Yet this hee told, how Clroparre late 


Was 


* But her two maides, and oge 
Del. Why then | know, ſhe ſends c haue audience now, 


To ſer if Maieſtie will make him bow 


The wit of Ia Caſar, 


Wbilſt 
Might worke in him, a mind to be content 


4 , and a mighty Queene. 
And now, hoe 1 
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Was come from ſacrifice. ads 
Vu ſeruꝰ d to dinner in moſt ſumptuous ſtate, 
V Vich all the braueſt ornaments ſhee hack. 
= _ — ſhee writes, and ſends away 


Ceſar, and commaunded than 
All Ai deufasen e the Tombe, and none to ſtay 


poore Countryman. 


And mcanes t what her ſtate can G00: 


To what affliction could not moue him to. 
And ©, if now ſhee could but bring a view 
Of chat freſh beauty ſhee in youth 
(The where-with'ſhee oucr-threw 
and the reſt,) 

Then bappily 4ugu/Zwe might relent, 

quent Loue, (far ſtronger the ambition) 


To graunther asking, in the beſt condition. 
Rot becing as ſhee is, yet doth ſhe merite 
To be reſpected, for what ſhee hath been: 
The wonder of her kinde, of rareſt ſpirit, 


To 


2 
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To doe that which perhaps ſu was forſt to doe : 
Alas, an error paſt, is paſt recalling, 
Take away weakenes, and take wemen too. 
But now l goe to be thy Aduocate, 
Sweet Cleopatra, now lle vic mine arte. 
Thy preſence will mee greatly animate, 
Thy face will teach my tongue, thy loue my hart. 


—_—_ — 


— — 


SCENA SECVN DA. 


0 NvNnT1vs. 
AM Tordaind the carcfull Meſſenger, 
And ſad newes-brioger of the ſtrangeſt death, 

vvbich ſelfe band did vponir ſelte infer, 
To free a captiue ſoule from ſeruile breath 
Muſt I the lamentable wonder ſhew, 
V'Vhich all the world muſt grieue and meruaile at ? 

The rareſt forme of death in carth below, 

That euer pity, , wonder gat. 
Chor. What — (52 ſt d, can | yeeld more 

Of ſorrow then it hach? what can it add 

To ch already ouer-flowing ſtore 

Of ſad allition, matter yet more fad ? 


Haue 


* 
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Was come from ſacrifice. How ritchly clad 
Vu feru'd to dinner in moſt ſumptuous ſtate, 
VVith all the braueſt ornaments ſhee hack. 
How hauing dya'd, ſhee writes, and ſends away 
Him ſtrai — Cefar, and commaunded than 
All ſhould depart the tron and none to ſtay - 
But her two maides, and oge poore Countryman. 
Dol. Why then | know, ſhe ſends t haue audience now, 
And meanes t experienoe what her ſtate can doe: 
To ſec if Maieſtie will make him bow 
To what afflicton could not moue him to. 
And ©, if now ſhee could but bring a view 
Of chat freſh beauty ſhee in youth 
(The where-with {hee ouer- chrew 
The — las Caſar, and the reſt,) 
Then ily Augui las might relent, 
Wbilſt —— Loue, (far ſtronger th ambition) 
Mightworke in him, a mind to be content 
Tograu nther asking, i in the beſt condition. 
g as ſhee is, yet doth ſhe merite 
To be reſpected, for — ſhee hath been: 
The wonder of her kinde, of rareſt ſpirit, 
 AgloriousLady, and a mighty Queene. 
And now, but by a little weakens falling 


'To 


r, . 


OF CLEOPATR AA. 


To doe that which perhaps ſh'was forſt to doe: 
Alas, an error paſt, is paſt recalling, 
Take away weakenes, and take wemen too. 
But now l goe to be thy Aduocate, 
Sweet Cleopatra, now lle vic mine arte. 
Thy preſence will mee greatly animate, 
Thy * will teach my tongue, thy loue my hart. 


— 


— 


SCENA SECVN DA. 


2— — — — 
NvNnT1vs. 


AM I ordaind the careful Meſſenger, 
And ſad newes- bringer of the ſtrangeſt death, 
VVhich ſelfe band did vpon it felte in fer, 
To free a captiue ſoule from ſeruile breath 
Muſt I the lamentable wonder ſhew, 
V'Vhich all the world muſt grieue and meruaile at ? 
The rareſt forme of death in carth 2 — 
That euer pitty, lory, wonder ga 
Chor. What —_ ſt d. can — more 
Of forrow then it " > what can it add 
To ch already ouer-flowing ſtore 
. Of fad aſſichon, matter yermore fad ? 


Haue 
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Haue wee not ſcene the worſt of our calamitie ? 
Is there behind yer ſomething of diſtreſſe 
Vnſeene, vnknowne ? Tell it that greater miſery 
There be, that we waile not that which islcfle. 
Tell vs what fo it be, and tell at fyrft, | 
For ſorrow cuer | to heare her worſt. 
Nan. VVell then, the ſtrangeſt thing relate I will, 
That euer eye of mortall man hath ſcene. 
Il (as you know) euen from my youth, haue ſtil 
Attended on the perſon of the Queene. 
And euer in an fortune good or ill, # 
With her as one of chiefeſt truſt haue beene. 
And now in theſe ſo great extteamitie s, 
That euer could to Maicſtic befall, 
I did my beſt in what I could deuiſe, 
And left her not, till now hee left vs all. 
Chor. VVhat is ſhee gone. Hath Cæſar ſorſt her ſo ? 
N ea, ſhee is gone, and hath deceiu d him to. 
Chor. What, fied to Ib 1 a, to goe find her ſonne ? 
Nun. No, nottoInD 14, but to find her ſfonne. © 
Cbor. Why th& there's hope she may her ſtate recouer. 
Nun. Her ſtate? nay rather honor, and her Louer. 


Chor. Her Louer ? him shee cannot haue againe. 
Nan. VVell, him ſhee hath, vv him she doth remaine. 


e 
e 
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Che. Why the ſhe's dead. Iſt ſo? why ſpealꝰſt not thou? 
Nun. You geſſe aright, and I will tell you how. 
Whe lhe percciu'd al hope was cleane bereft her, 
That C mcant to fend her ſtraight away, 
Ahd ſaw no mcancs of reconcilement left her, 
VVork whatshe could, she could not work to ſtay. 
Shee calls mee to her, and she thus began. 
O chou whole truſt hath euer beene the ſame 
And one in all my fortunes, faithfull man, 
Alone content t attend diſgrace and shame. 
Thou, whornt the feareſull ruine of my fall, 
Neuer deterrd to leaue calamitie: 
As did thoſe other ſmooth ſtate- pleaſers all, 
VVho followed but my fortune, and not me. 
Tis thou muſt doe a ſeruice for thy Queene, 
VVherein thy faith and skill muſt doe their beſt : 
Thy honeſt care and duty shall be ſeene 
P ing this, more then in all the reſt. 
Forall what thou haſt done, may dic with thee, 
Although tis pitty that ſuch ſaith ſhould die. 
Bur this ao" rae remembred be, 
A rare example to poſterity. 
And looke how * as Cleoparr shall 
In after ages liue in memory, 
N 
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So long ſhallthy cleere fame endure withall, 
And thereſore muſt not my ſute deny; 
Nor contradict my will. For what I will a 
Iam reſolu d: and this tis thou muſt doe mee: 
Goe finde mee out with all thy arte and skill 
To Alpicqs, and conuay them cloſe vnto mee. 
I hanc a worke to doe with them in hand, 
Enquire not what, for thou ſhalt ſoone ſee what, 
If the heauens doc not my diſſeignes withſtand, 
But doc thy charge, and let mee ſhyft with that. 
Beeing thus coniur'd, by her t whom Thad vo d 
My true perpetuall ſervice, orth I went, 
Deuiſing bow my cloſe attempt to ſhrowde, 
So that _— no arte my arte preucnt. 
And ſo diſguis d in babite as you fee, 
Hauing nd out the thing for which I went, 
I ſoone return d againe, and brought with mee 
The Aſpicqs, in a basket cloſely pent. 
Which l had fill'd with figges, and leaues ypon. 
And comming to the Guarde that aalen. — 
What haſt thou chere? ſaid they, and 
. the figgs, they derm d of nothi 
yd, —＋ 5 faireſt they had . on 
Ta — laid . run arc good ind pſi 
o, 
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No, no, ſayd they, goe beare them to thy Queene. 
Thinking mee ſome poore man y brought a Preſent. 
Well, in 1 weat, where brighter then the Sunne, 
Glittering in all her pompous ritch aray, 

Great C 4 ſate, as if ſhe had wonne 

Ceſar and all the world beſide this day. 

Euen as ſhee was when on thy criſtall ſtreames, 

O Cy os ſhee did ſhew what earth could ſhew, 

VVhen Alia all ama d in wonder, deemes 

VENvs from heauen wag come on carth below. 

Euen as ſlice went at firſt to meete her Love, 

So goes ſhee now at laſt againe to finde him. 

But that firſt, did her greatnes onely prove, 

This laſt her loue, that could not luc behind him. 

Yer as thee (ate, the doubt of my good ſpeed, 

Detracts much from the ſweetnes of her looke : 

Cheere- marrer Care, did then ſuch paſſions breed, 

That made her eye bewray the care ſhee tooke. 

But ſhee no ſooner ſees mee in the place, 

But ſtraighther ſorrow-clowded brow sher cleeres, 

Lightning a (mile from out a ſtormy face, 

Which her zempeſt-bearen ſences cheercs. 

Looketrow a ſtray d perplexed trauailker, | 

When chas'd by thicues, and euen at poynt of taking, 
2 
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Diſcrying —_— ſome towne not far, 
Or {ome vnlookt- for ayde to him-ward making; 
Cheeres vp his tired ſp tits, thruſts forth his ſtrength 
To meete that good, that comes in ſo good houte: 
Such was her ioy, perceiving now at length, 
Her honor was teſcape ſo proude a powre. 
Foorth from her ſeate ſhee haſtes to meet the preſent, 
And as one ouer- ioyd. shee caught it ſtraight. 
And with a ſmyling cheere in action 1 
Looking among the figges, findes the deceite. 
And _ there the vgly venemous beaſt, 
Nothing diſmayde, shee ſtayes and viewes it well. 
At length, th'extreameſt of her paſſion ceaſt, 
VVhen shee began with words her ioy to tell. 

O rareſt Beaſt (ſayth shee) that Affrick breedes, 
How deercly welcome art thou ynto mee ? 
The fayreſt creature that faire Ny feedes 
Mee thinks I ſee, in now beholding thee. 
VVhat though the euer- erring world doth deeme 
That angred Nature fram'd thee but in ſpight: 
Little they know what they ſo light eſteeme, 
That ncuer learn'd the wonder of thy might. 
Better then Death, Deathes office thou 


That with one gentle touch caaſt free our 


And 
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And in a pleaſing ſleepe our ſoule inlargeſt, 


Making our ſelues not priuic to our death. 
If Nature err d. © then how happy error, 
Thinking to make thee worſt, see made thee beſt : 
Sith thou beſt freeſt vs from our liues worſt terror, 
In ſweetly bringing ſoules to quiet reſt. 
VVhen that inexotable Monſter Death 
That followes Fortune, fiyes the poore diſtreſſed, 
Tortures our bodies ere hee takes our breath, 
And loades with paines th'already weake oppreſſed, 
How oft haue I begg'd, prayd, intreated him 
To take my life, and yet could neuer get him? 
And when he comes, he comes fo vgly grim, - 
That who is he (if he could chuſe) would let him! 
Therefore come thou, of wonders wonder chieſe, 
That open canſt with ſuch an caſic key 
The dore of lite, come gentle cunning thiefe, 
That from our ſelues ſo ſteal ſt our ſelues away. 
Vell did our Prieſts diſcerne ſomething divine 
Shadow d in thee, and therefore firſt they did 
O firings and worſhyps due to thee aſſigne, 
In whom they found ſuch miſteries were hid. 
Comparing thy ſweet notion to the Sunne, 
That mou'ſt without the inſtruments that moue : 
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And neuer waxing old, but abwaies one, 


Dooſt ſure thy — diuinitie +; wo 
And therefore to, the rather vnto — 


In zeale I make the offring of my blood, 
Calamitic confirming now in mee 


A ſure beliefe that — makes good. 
Which hap lect, or hold 3 


And onely aff arereligious. 

And — mms Deck, 
That Luſt late dedicated to Delights 
Offiiog vp for my laſt, this laſt of breath, 

The com rof my loves deereſt rites. 
Wirh that ſhee bares — and offer makes 
Teyouch ber death, yer at the touch with-drawes, 
Wilinzo ng more to ſpeake, occaſion takes, 
ling to die, and willing to to pauſe. 
l ooke how a Mother at her ſonnes 
For ſome far voyage, bent to get bim — | 
Doth intertaine him with an idle parl 

arch ane, 


And fill doth ſpeake, nd fil ſpeakes 
Naw bids farewell, and now recalls him-back, 


Tells whar was told, and bids . 


And yer againe recalls, for til 
r —— ab 
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3 ITS goe. 

So ſhee, although ſhce knew there was no way 

But this, yet this shee could not handle fo 

But shee muſt shew that life deſir d delay. 

Faine would hee entertaine the time as now, 

And now would faine y Death would ſeaze vp6 her. 
Whilſt 1 mighe fee wor fn in her brow, 

The doubtfull combat — twixt Liſe and Honor. 
Life bringing Legions h hopes with her, 
Arm'd 1 ſe of Time, Chich yeclds we ſay 
Comfort and Help, to ſuch as doe refer 

All vnto him, and can admit delay. 

But Honor ſcorning Life, loe forth leades he 

Bright Immortaliue in ſhyning armour: 

Thorow the rayts of whoſe cleere glory, ſhee 

Might ſee Lifes baſenes. how much it might harm her. 
des; ſhee ſaw whole Armies of Reproches, 

And baſe Diſgraces. Furies fearefull ſod. 

Marching with Life, and Shame that ſtill incroches 
Vppon her ſace, in bloody collours clad. 
Which repreſentments ſceing worſe then death 


Shce derm d to yeeld to Life, and therfore choſe 
To render all to Honour, hart and breath; 
And that with ſyeede, leaſt that her inward foes 


N 4 Falſe 
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Falſcflesh and blood, ioyning with lyſe and hope, 
Should mutinie againſther reſolution. | 
And to the end shee would not giue them ſcope, 
Shee preſently proceeds to th execution. 
And sharply blaming of her rebel] 
Falſe flesh, (ſayth shee,) and hat doſt thou cõſpue 
With Cæſar to, as thou wert none of ours, 
To worke my shame, and hinder my deſire? 
Wilt thou retaine in cloſure of thy vaines, 
That enemy Baſe life, to let my good? 
No, know there is a greater powre conſtraines 
Then _ be ee, with fearefull blood. 
For to the mindc that s great, nothing ſeemes great. 
And ſeeing death to be the laſt 2 
And lifclaſting diſgrace, which I shall Bet. 
What doe I loſe, that haue but life to loſe ? 

This hauing ſaid, ſtrengrhned in her one hart, 
And vnion of her ſclfe ſences in one 
C ging — shee performes that part 
That hath ſo great a part of glory wonne. 
And fo teceiues the deadly poyſning touch. 
T hat touch that tryde the gold of her loue pure, 
And hath confirm'd her honor to be ſuch, © 
As muſt a wonder to all worlds endure. 


« 
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Now not an yeclding ſhrinke or touch of ſeare. 
Conſented to bewray leaſt ſence of paine : 

Bur ſtill in one ſame ſweete vnaltred cheere, 
Her honor did her dyiog thoughts retaine. 

Well, now this work is done (faith she,) here ends 
This act of life, that part of Fates aſſign d mec: 
What glory or diſgrace heere this world lends, 

Both haue I had, and both Ilcauc behinde mee. 
And now ò Earth, the Theater where I 

Haue acted this, witnes I dye vnforſt. 

Witnes my ſoule parts free to Anthony, 

And now proude Tyrant Ceſar doe thy worſt. 

This ſayd, ſhee ſtayes, and makes a ſuddaine pauſe, 
As twere to feele whither the poyſon wrought : 

Or ratherels the working might be cauſe 

That made her ſtay, a Aber may be thought. 

For in that inſtant I might well perceiue, 

The drowſic humor in her falling brow : 

And how each powre, each part oppreſt did leaue 
Theyr former office, and did ſenceleſſe grow. 

L ooke how a new-pluckt branchagainſt the Sunne, 
Declynes his fading leaues in feeble ſort, 

So her disioyned ioyntures as vndonne, 

Let fall her weake diſſolued limmes ſupport. 
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Yet loe that face the wonder of her life, 

Retaines in death, a grace that graceth death, 

Couller ſo lively, cheere ſo louely rife, a 
That none wold think ſuch beauty could want breath. 
And in that checre, th impreſsion of a ſmile 
Did ſeeme to ſhew shee ſcorned Death and Ceſar, 
that shee could them both We, 


As | 
As death how much her death did pleaſc her, 
VVonder it was to ſec how ſoone shee went, 

Shee went with ſuch a will, and did ſo haſte it, 

That ſure I thinke shce did her paine preuent, 
Fore-goi 
And 


paine, or ſtaying not to taſte it. 
in her ſinking downe shee wryes 
The Diadem which on her head shee wore, | 
Which charmin (poore weake feeble mayd) eſpyes, 
And haſtes to right it as it was before. 
For Era now was dead, and Chu too 

Even at the poynt, for both would imitate 

Theyr Miſtres glory, ſtriving like to doo. 

But Charms would inthisexceede her mate, 

For shee would haue this honour to be laſt, 

That should adorne iht head that muſt be ſcene 
To weare a Crowne in death, that life held faſt, 
That all the wocld might know chee dyde a Queene. 


And 
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And as shce ſtood ſetting it fitly on, 

Lo in ruſh Ceſar: Mcliengers in haſte, 
Thinking to haue preuented what was doone, 
But yet they came too late, forall was paſt. 

For there they found ſtretch'd on a bed of gold, 
Dead Cleopatra, and that proudly dead, 

In all the riche attyre procure ſhee could, 

And dying Charmiom trymming of her head. 
And Eras at her feete, dead in like caſe. 
Charmion, is this well doone ? ſaid one of ihem. 
Yea, well ſayd ſhee, and her that from the race 
Of ſo ꝑreat Kings diſcends, doth beſt became. 
And with that word, yeelds too her faithful breath, 
To paſſe th'aſſurance of her loue with death. 


Chor. But how knew Ceſar of her cloſe intent 
Nun. By Letters which before to him shee ſent. 


For when shee had td this meancs to die, 
Shee writes, and carncſtlyintreates, shee might 
Be buried in one — 1-3 

Whereby then Ce/ar ge(s'd all went not right. 
And —— — ere the meſſage came 
Shee was diſpatcht, he croſt in his intent, 

Her prouidence had ordred ſo the ſame 


Tbat ſhee was ſure none should her plot preuent. 
CHAO- 
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T Hen thaw we baue bebeld 
Th accompliſhment of wes, 
T he full of rume, and 
The wor#? of wor#t of ills. 
And ſcene all hope expeld, 
That euer ſweet repoſe 
Shall re-poſſeſs : the Land 
T hat Deſolation: fills, 
And where ambition ſpills 
With Gneontrouled hand, 
All th' iſſue of all thoſe, 

T hat ſo long rule haue hell d : 
To mae ©; no more Vs, 


But cleane confound 51 thas. 


And cant O Nylus them, 
Father of floods indure, 

T hat Tyber ſhowld 

With ſandy ftreames rule thee ? 
N ili rhow be pleas d to bew 
To bum iboſe feete ſo pure, 
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Whoſe Gnknowne head we hold 
- re dumme to bee? 
on that didit euer ſee 


Th, free barks Gneontrout d 
L twe nder the owne care: 


Ah wilt thou beare it now ? 
And now wilt yeeld thy flreams 
A pray to ur Cap Reames ? 


Draw backe thy waters floe 

To thy concealed head: 

Reckes ffranęle vy thy waner, 

Stop C — thy fall. 

And turne thy 1 M 
Tu ſandy Derart dead, 
(T he world of dui? that craves 
To ſwallow thee Gp all, 

May drinke ſo much as ſpall 
Rename from Vaitre graves 


0 Joey —_ 1 


— wakes wade face * \ Death. 
Where nothing now dr awes breath. 
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Fatten ſo ple there, 
Een as then V haſt doone, 
ib plentier wanton tore, 
And feeble luxurie : | 
And them as Vs prepare 
Fit for the day of mone 
Reſpetted not before. 
Leaue lexell d E git dry, 
A barrame pray to bye, 
Waſted for euer- more. 
Of plenries yeelding none 

To recompence the care 1 
Of Vidtors greedy lu#f, 
And bring forth noug ht but duſt, 


And ſe O baue to bee, 

Sith thow art what thou art : © 
Let not our race poſſeſs 

T h'mheritance of ſhame, 

The fee of ſin, that wee 

Hawe leſt them for theyr part : 
The yoke of whoſe diſtreſs q 


Mn till Spbraid our blames, 


Telling from whom it came. 
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Our weight of wantonnes, 

Lyer * on their hart, 

W ho neuer-more ſhall ſee 

T he glory of that worth © 

T hey left who brought Vs forth. 


O thou all ſcemg light, 

High Preſident of heawen, 

Toa Magiit rater the flares 

Of that etermull court 

Of Prouidence and Right, 

Are theſe the buy haue _ 
T6 or he" Fre dang 
That = pride 5 ſhort, 

Ii greatnes of tha ſort, 

T h. if grearnes greatmnes marres, 
And wracks it ſelſe, [elfe driuen 
On Rocks of her owne might ? 
Doth Order order (0 

Diſorders ower-thro ? 
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